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-J TO

ANNIE E. BAKER

YOU ARE,

MY DEAR CHILD,

SO MUCH LIKE YOUR

GRANDMOTHER, IN HER LACE

RUFF, ABOVE OUR FIRESIDE, AND SO VERY

MUCH MORE LIKE YOUR OWN MOTHER BESIDE IT,

THAT, WITH MY THREEFOLD LOVE TO ALL OF YOU IN YOUR

ONE DEAR SELF, I CAN DO NO LESS THAN DEDI-

CATE TO YOU THIS LITTLE VOLUME. IF

ANY HARM COMES TO YOU IT WILL

NOT BE FROM INDULGING

IN FICTION WHILE

READING IT.

YOUR LOVING FATHER.
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CARTER QUARTERMAN.

CHAPTER I.

MY name is Carter Qnarterman. It is

the story of my own life which I am

going to tell. And if yon should think this

narrative at all slow and dull at the outset,

be assured that, as it gains momentum, it

will be more swift and eventful. Certainly

to me, seated to-day as by the roadside and

out of breath, it has been rapid and stirring

enough ! And as it is my own story, I trust

you will kindly allow me to tell it in my
own way.

My name is Carter Quarterman: Carter

because my mother was of the old Carter

family of Virginia, Qnarterman being, as I

will explain in a moment, the dynastic name

of an equally old family of Georgia. The

original Carter was the Rev. Archibald Car-

ter, an Episcopal clergyman, who came to

Virginia from England as a founder of the

Established Church in America before iude-

pei: "".ence in Church and State was invented,

much less patented. The huge old mansion

still standing in Virginia was the parsonage,
and in a room held particularly sacred, once

his study, you may see to-day, in a condition

threadbare and dingy beyond words, the

silk gown in which the Eev. Archibald used

to rustle in those days beyond the Flood.

There, too, is his certificate of ordination by
the Bishop of London, with a seal hanging
thereto almost as large as a soup -

plate ;

while in an old and extremely long-legged
red desk leaning up against the wall in the

corner, tremulous with age, are heaps upon

heaps of sermons. We will take out of it

this yellow-parchment-bouud old book, blow

off the clouds of dust, and open its thick

and ridgy pages. See, it is an account-book.

Let us try and make out the meaning of the

faded ink :

"To marrying John to Mary Green, y"

rnayd brt per ship Royal Lady fr Eugl'
cl

,
10

Ibs best Tobacco."
" To bury'g Henry Cardcass, y

e
mercer, at

ye X roads, 8 Ibs Tobacco."
"
Pay'd Roger Dickyrson for Repayrs vp

y e manse by mak'g over this day to say'd R.

Dickyrson, y
e African boy Aristarchus a val-

uation of 20."

Pages by the score of the like. That

word "manse" reveals the fact that the

Rev. Archibald Carter was a Scotchman
;

which explains, I suppose, his centrifugalism,

if I may so speak, from prelacy, to be men-

tioned in a moment. No sensational daily,

damp from the press to-day, is half so inter-

esting to me as the autumnal mass ofMSS. to

which I refer. The only documents to com-

pare with them in novelty would be, were

the future as accessible as the past, those of

the date, let us say, of about A.D. 2175.

He must have been a grand old soul, this

Rev. Archibald Carter, so deeply in earnest

in the grand old way for those souls around

him, now gone with him to God. How often

has my mother told roe that, during certain

mouths of the year, he would, every Satur-

day night as the clock struck twelve, disturb
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his wife by rolling and muttering in his

sleep. Perfectly aware of what was coming,

she would arise and light the candles and

send for the older negroes, while she dress-

ed
;
and then, the room filled with a won-

dering audience, this ancestor of mine, duly

propped up in bed, in a state of somnambu-

lism, would preach his sermon for next day,

from text to application, closing with the

benediction, and then sink into sweet sleep,

while his congregation, often weeping, would

withdraw. And the sermon was far more

impressive than on Sabbath, delivered di-

rectly from the brain and the heart as it

then was, whereas it was most formally read

from a MS. in the pulpit, and he must have

had powerful glasses to do it, the pages in

the old desk being of the size of your palm
and covered with almost microscopic writ-

ing ; paper, I suppose, being very scarce and

dear.

But those roistering younger sons, shipped

over to Virginia from the Old Country to

adorn the Church, must have been a hard,

a very hard set. This great-great, exceed-

ingly great, grandfather of mine could en-

dure their ways at last 110 longer. Was it

drinking, fox-hunting, gambling ? Possibly

worse. I never will know
;
but the Rev.

Archibald Carter was compelled in con-

science, and we know what that means iu

Scotch, to go over to the Presbyterians be-

cause of their conduct. He would tower

somewhat more statue-like iu the gallery of

our ancestors if he could have stood it out to

the end, an Episcopal divine in his surplice

to the last gasp. I am sorry he did not,

or could not
;
but I suppose he knew best.

Never mind about his son, Judge Archi-

bald Carter. Beyond a peculiarly impress-

ive bearing as he rode on horseback the cir-

cuits of his courts, I declare, as you will be

relieved to hear, that I know little about

him. There are two great paintings in the

old homestead, one of three of the line of

male ancestors, the other of the same num-

ber of females, all in such military rank that

I did not wonder at the sabre -slashes all

over them, administered by British dragoons

during the Revolution. None more patriot-

ic than the Carters iu all Virginia, the old

place raided upon with special hatred for

that reason.

" You see, Carter," my mother would say,
"
your grandmother's mother had hidden all

her cats in a closet under the steps when
the family fled, some twenty of them in all.

That closet was the only place locked, and

the dragoons broke it open, sure of finding
the family plate. It was partly their exas-

peration when the cats poured out which

caused them to slash our pictures. They
fired the mansion as they left, but the blacks

waited until they were gone, and put out

the flames. You are ofgood blood, my dear,

and I spoke of plate ;
but I am obliged to

tell you that, beyond the spoons and a cup
or two, we had no silver. You know what
an open house used to be kept in Virginia.

The negroes were so wasteful, too, that, al-

though we had plenty to eat and to wear,
there was no money, or very little."

And then she would tell me, never ceas-

ing to knit, knit, knit, as she did so, about

her own father. He was a man by himself,

such a person as makes an impression upon
the mind forever, like a picture or a statue,

very sharpened, personal, peculiar. He was

away from home at Richmond, closing out

his tobacco crop, iu perfect health, when my
mother was nine years old. One beautiful

winter afternoon, as my dear mother has

told me, at about the same hour of the day,

I do suppose, a hundred times, she and her

mother standing side by side, distinctly saw

him whom they thought absent walking
toward them from the front gate, as they

stood in the yard admiring the setting of

the sun. He had no hat on, and came up
to them more slowly than was usual, with

a specially grave and thoughtful manner.

One or two of the negroes, iu passing out to

milk the cows, saw him distinctly. But,

although they said,
" How d'ye, Mass Arch-

'bald ? Glad to see you back agen," they

noticed that he did not make his usual

hearty reply ; merely walked steadily up to

his wife and daughter, and, as they exclaim-

ed with gladness, and started forward to

grasp and kiss him, he gazed lovingly, but

with a peculiarly wistful expression, in their

faces and vanished !

When I add that he had fallen dead at

that very hour in the office of his Richmond

merchant, you smile, and exclaim,
"
Oh, of

course !" Yet my mother and you will be
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satisfied before we are done with each other

in reference to her has often told rue these

as the simple facts of the case. She was no

more certain of any thing else that ever be-

fell her than she was of this
;
and it is far

easier for me to believe in apparitions even

than to fail of faith in her.

I shall have plenty to say about our old

homestead during the temporary stay there

of my mother and family when I was a boy.

But so much for the present about the Car-

ter half of my name. The Quarteruiau re-

mainder thereof is soon told.

In the first part of the seventeenth cen-

tury a body of men and women, of whom
Richard Quarterman was a leading spirit,

coming over in the good ship John and Mary,

lauded from England as a church, upon a

certain specially inviting part of New En-

gland, building up thereafter, through the

centuries of storms which are indispensable

to oaks of all sorts, a town for that region

and an influence for the whole world during
all after -time. Fifty years after landing,

would have been needed against the wolves,

had they but come in the daylight.

And yet cherubim and poetry were in

harmony with the wilderness of those days,

the climate, and the savage. We exclaim

at the rigor of their religion. As well might
their swords in such times have been lead

or lath as that their faith should have been

other than the iron and the blue steel it

was. I began, I say, with the first Quarter-

man arrived in New England, and, coming
down carefully from father to son, as upon
the steps of their tombstones, I strode from

the last of the line buried there to the first

of them buried South, and so down the regu-

lar rows of my ancestors slumbering side by
side in Georgia, until I reached the grave of

my father's father, and sat down upon it and

rested, satisfied.

No difficult matter that blood so similar

as that of Carter and Quarterman should

run at last into one. My father, Oglethorpe

Quarterman, was at college within three

miles of the Carter Homestead in Virginia ;

a church was organized from among them, [

an awkward, freckled, sandy -
haired, ruddy

to Central Georgia.

of picked people, which, headed again by a

Richard Quarterman, son of the former, em-

igrated to South Carolina. Pausing there

for a few years, as if merely to take breath,

the same people removed, still as a church,

And, really, it is won-

derful how steady such blood, held true to

itself within the channel of a church, is to

its fountains. In 1774 this body of people,

standing alone in a population of royalists,

laid their determined grasp upon and lifted

Georgia, as by the sheer force of superior

youth of the Georgia type. Nothing in the

world quite so natural -as that he should find

out and fall desperately in love with pretty

Agnes Carter at that hospitable old home
;

nothing more natural except that thus fall-

ing in love he should have given no rest to

his soul, or to hers, until they were married.

But I look up at my mother's portrait, hang-

ing upon my wall while I write as beauti-

ful a woman, according to the light -built,

elastic, high-spirited, Virginian type (the ex-

act opposite of the Georgian ruddy robust-

strength, and placed it in line with the i ness of my father), as heart could wish
;
and

thirteen colonies against Great Britain
;
the

State itself changing the name of their part
of Georgia into Liberty County, in commem-
oration thereof, when the war was ended.

Within the last week I have taken a trip

of two hundred and forty-four years. I be-

gan by standing among the graves of the

Quartermans, sleeping, after exceedingly
hard work, in regular line of gradation in

the New England cemetery, every grave
well weighted with rocks as a precaution

against the wolves. The poetry of their

tombstones is in strict keeping with the

exceeding ugliness of the cherubim carved

thereon. And I think no other precaution

I am very far indeed from blaming him.

When I made the trip I spoke of, from

the graves of New England to those in Geor-

gia, I came back northward again by way
of the Carter Homestead in Virginia. Giv-

ing myself to the work, I tried to repeople

the old place with the throngs gathered to

the marriage of my father and mother. All

the ample yard around was crowded again

with the vehicles and swarms of laughing

negroes from adjacent plantations. Grave

and very portly matrons, in black silks, and

portentous combs projecting high above

their heads, filled the parlors; their hus-

bands, almost to a man thirty or fifty pounds
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less iii avoirdupois than their wives, seated

soberly beside them. Upon the porches,

running, as all decent porches in the South

do, entirely around the house, and broad

enough for a highway, were bevies of girls,

every soul of them in a white dress and a

long bright-colored sash, and never a one of

lovely bride far more composed than the ra-

diant but exceedingly conscious groom.
Like every thing else, the service is loug-

er and of a more substantial sort than that

which is hurried through these days in time

to catch the train, or the steamer leaviug

the wharf for Europe. -As is supper also,

l

'
/5V^QD

AMONG THE PEACHES.

them homely, or any thing like it. Standiug

in knots about the lawn, as near to the ban-

isters of the porches as they dared, were pale

fellow-students of the bridegroom from the

neighboring college, mingled with sun-burn-

ed youths from the fields, mingled and yet

separate. And, while a deep hush falls upon

all, the ceremony is duly performed, the

for it is a business not to be lightly com-

pleted : the partaking of the amazing sup-

plies provided for twenty successive tables

of guests supplies, as for an army, of ham

and chicken, turkey, tongue, and suusage ;

biscuit hot from the oven
; preserves of all

conceivable varieties
;
cake of every kind

and grade and quantity, leaving fragments
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sufficient for the satisfaction afterward of

jvery negro-cabin for miles around; not a

black baby, nor toothless old aunty, nor bed-

ridden old uncle, without his portion of the

feast. An awful* waste, possibly, yet not

wholly unlike the waste complained of by

some at another feast in another Southern

laud, which has passed away, as lias the

South of my father and mother's wedding-

day.

I sat trying to recall the marriage, and

all its music and laughter; but how utterly

that, too, is passed away ! My mother useu

to tell me of a walk she took with my fa-

ther the afternoon before their wedding-day.

It was in the orchard, and she would laugh

and color and kuit faster as she said,

" Your father was a student of theologr,

you know, Carter: he is as fine-lookin

doctor of divinity now as ever lived; </

then he was a tall, thin, freckled, awkward

youth, although nine years older than I was.

Ah me ! but what a young and foolish girl I

was; but oh, how happy! Would you be-

lieve it, Carter, that afternoon your father

was so crazy with the idea of being actual-

ly married next day, that he insisted upon

dancing a Georgia breakdown, such as he

had seen the negroes dance at his home

insisted upon dancing it for me among the

peaches fallen from the trees !"

She then, went on to tell how old Aunt

Chloe, coming to call them in to supper, had

caught him at it.

"Aunt Chloe was your mammy, Carter,

and she loved and cared for you a great deal

more than I did," my mother said. " You

know, I was back at home from Washington

City when you were born, and again when

you were nine years old."

2

"Yes," I replied, "I remember the last

time I was there. Aunt Chloe took me with

her one day when she was '

toting' their din-

ner to the field-hands. She plucked, in pass-

ing, a leaf from a tobacco -plant, and show-

ed me the great green worm upon it, and

and"
" Told you," my mother added for me,

" how cruel masters made their poor slaves

eat them, compelled them to live upon them.

My mammy told me the same, Carter, and

my mother's mammy before me. It is an

old, old story, with not a word of truth in it.

It is like your old story about Brother Wolf,

and how he trapped Brother Rabbit with a

tar baby, making him fasten himself to it by

striking it with his paws stories handed

down for generations."

But let me go back once more to that

wedding-day, and I will close this chapter.

My mother used to tell (but not to me) how,
bride and bridegroom, they knelt down side

by side in their chamber the night of their

wedding, and how fervently the young hus-

band prayed for a special blessing upon

them, his lips at her very ear, that she might
be able to hear and join in the supplication

in spite of the uproar within and without

the house, of the good-byes and the laugh-

ter and the rattling of departing wheels a

fact, as we shall see, in exact keeping with

the man unto the end.

There were five children of us, and born in

the order in which I name them : Archibald,

Habersham, the twins Virginia and Georgia,

and myself, last and least, Carter Quarter-

man. All this is preliminary, and because I

wanted you, dear reader, to know how 1

came by my name, of which I am very far

from being ashamed.



CHAPTER II.

As I said before, you must Iduclly permit
me to tell my own story in my own way.
Allow me, then, to start with niy earliest re-

membrance; you will find that I will jour-

ney more rapidly as I grow older.

I am not quite four years old. My father,

Rev. Oglethorpe Quarterrnan, is pastor of a

church in Washington City. Nothing very

grand in that, for the capital is little more

than a village, his church a uew orgauiza-

tion, his salary eight hundred dollars, six

hours of every week-day spent by him writ-

ing in the Land-office, the three sermons for

Sabbath prepared as he can. He does pre-

pare them, however, for his church prospers

greatly. One rainy Sabbath afternoon he

replaces his sermon in his breast-pocket as

lie rises to preach ;
it is so hard to get time

to write oue, he will extemporize instead.

Yet, hardly has he begun, before John Quin-

cy Adams enters the door and walks down
the aisle. Oh that he had kept to his elab-

orate preparation ! As it is, he can only

do the best he can. Far better, I have no

doubt, than if he had used his MS.
;
for next

day the President takes a pew, becomes

thereafter a trustee of the church, and one

of his warmest friends.

Allow me to place myself as if I were act-

ually back again in that period of my life-

were standing once more in my little shoes

of that date. The moment I am back and

only four years old again, I am seized with

strong convulsions. Nothing more vivid to

me than that. As I stand and watch the

unpacking of a huge cedar chest, a cockroach

runs up my bare flesh under my clothes. I

shudder and almost scream, feeling it now.

But it is over, and, still about the same age,

I hold the pins in my mouth for my mother,
as she arrays me in the enormous linen col-

lar then worn by children. A pin is down

my throat, and I am slapped on the back till

it is out. Presto, change ! And here I am
in the White House, on a visit with my fa-

ther to President Andrew Jackson. How
vivid it all is! I dimly recall the usher as

being Irish, but I actually see the old Presi-

dent this moment. He sits on my left, upon
one side of the fire-place, my father to my
right on the other, myself perched upon a

chair between. The fire-place perplexes me ;

for I remember distinctly a particularly large

and Presidential water-melon cooling in a

marble basin of water on one side of the

room, and my hopes all along that the Gen-

eral would cut it while we were there. I

think the fire was because he was old
; for

this paper is not more perfectly before me
than is that long, thin face, with the hollow

temples and the hair standing up from the

brow with the iron-like aspect of the whole

man, worn and cold and white. I can see

him take his cob-pipe from his mouth as, in

answer to my father, he tells him that the

story of his living upon acorns while fight-

ing the Serniuoles in Florida is as history

relates.

But some one opens the door behind my
father, bowing very low, my impression be-

ing that it must have been the minister

plenipotentiary from Great Britain, arrived

to mediate in behalf of his master in refer-

ence to the French Claims question. And
how it all vanishes like a dream !

I am still about four years of age, and a

mania is raging for infant schools, and I am
a victim, perched upon a bench, my weary
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legs dangling down, my eyes fastened upon

a breastpin lying on the floor below my feet.

I recall my picking it up and banding it to

my teacher, as also my keen regrets there-

after that I did so.

And why is it that I can see this dark-vis-

aged lady in black, seated in our parlor on a

visit to my mother? She calls me to her,

and I shrink because there is the scar of a

terrible burn upon her cheek
;
but she beck-

ons rne to her, opening her black visiting-

bag reticule I think they called it as I

approach. I declare it hurts me to this mo-

ment, my bitter disappointment, when she

merely draws out her handkerchief and

wipes her nose !

I am not yet five, and still in Washington,
I suppose ;

all I perfectly know is that a ter-

rific thunder-storm is raging. My ears ring

with peal on peal. I cover my eyes from

the flashes of lightning. Nothing like it

since. Not five years old yet ;
and now, at

eight times that, I hear still the awful thun-

der and the Niagara of down - pouring wa-

ter following thereupon. I see my mother

crouched in the midst of the enormous

feather-bed of the four-post bedstead, up to

which you climbed in those days by carpet-

ed and movable steps.

She puts aside the curtains, by which ev-

ery breath of air was then excluded from

the sleeper, who could only have slept by

swooning suffocated, and calls me to climb

up and escape the lightning. All my man-

hood is in rebellion, aroused as by the bat-

.tle-drums of the tempest, and, far from terri-

fied, I am excited, exhilarated, enraptured,

by the incessant peals, the quick -foliowing
flashes, the descending torrents, as I stand

at the window, and hear and see it all this

moment. I suppose the tempest must have

slackened, and the news must in some way
have been brought to us. One does not re-

call the silences between thunder-peals nor

the darkness between flashes. I only re-

member hurrying, breathless, with my moth-
er through the pouring rain, and entering
the house where the lightning struck. There
the three lie before me now. The dead

mother, upon her back on the hearth, a babe
on either side of her bosom, which is all

naked and bleeding. I can not account for

the blood, unless some one had hastilv tried

bleeding as a remedy. Were I a painter I

could reproduce the whole, even to a faith-

ful likeness of the woman, with her dishev-
'

eled hair, and the glaring blue eyes of the

twins on either side.

But I am five years old now, in a great

Southern city, transported thither, for what
I know, through the air. Not at all ! I

have not thought of it since; but here lam,
with my father, in the parlor of a sea-cap-

tain, arranging for our passage to that city

from Washington. The captain is an avow-

ed infidel
;
and minister and captain, both

large, vigorous, powerful, and impulsive men,
are in hot controversy. There is a magnifi-

cent ship made of glass masts, sails, ropes,

and all upon the hearth, and my brother

and myself annoy my father so much, lest

we should break it, as well as the thread of

his argument, in our eagerness to see, that

he stands us out on the door-step until he can

finish his controversy.

How well do I remember, amidst all of my
admiration for the brilliant ship, feeling,

even above my intense desire to own it, a

\ deep repugnance to the heated conversation

between my parent and the red-visaged sea-

going unbeliever! As I stand with my broth-

er on the outer stoop, I tell him that I fear

it will come to blows, during which the

beautiful vessel will be utterly wrecked; and

he makes answer that, since he can not own
nor even see it, he heartily hopes it will be.

Possibly the later and wiser era to which

we boys belong is being born within us, for

we are both entirely agreed that quarreling
in regard to religion will do the captain no

good; we are certain, in fact, children as we

are, that it will make him worse.

But I know I am in the Southern city to

which we removed now, for I am, as I speak,

at the academy there, and have a medal for

something or other around my neck by a

bright blue ribbon, and my father is to be

at home this evening after a long absence.

I do not believe I have ever been quite so

glad and proud since, nor quite so bitterly

cast down
;
for this next moment I am stand-

ing in line, my toes to a chalk-mark, with

other victims, and, in the convulsions of

spelling a hard word, my foot slips an inch

over the line. And now I am ranged around

the platform with other culprits for the clos-
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ing exercises (the most impressive of all)

of the day. I shrink from him this moment

as he begins, this dreaded Mr. White, the

master, at the other end of the semicircle,

with his ferrule. Here he is, I look up in

his face now
;
hlack haired and eyed, his face

blue-black with close shaving, sincere pleas-

of the academy full of glee, I see a gray mare

feeding upon the common. So clearly and

perfectly do I recall stealing up to her in ex-

cess of spirits behind and seizing upon her

tail, so utterly do I forget what followed im-

mediately thereupon. It is as a later mem-

ory that I can hear my mother telling vis-

THE CONTROVERSY.

ure in his eyes as he takes off rny medal and

leaves my poor little palm burning from his

stick. He gives me my first lesson in the

science of hate. How perfectly I am taught

it, as I blunder, weeping, home without my
badge! I retain the hate for life, but the

sorrow must have gone ;
for it can not be

beyond a few days after, when, corning out

itors for weeks after how " Carter was kick-

ed in the stomach. We feared he could not

live."

But I wonder if all I received as gospel

then about Mr. White was true. That he

would throw little boys up to the ceiling and

catch them in descending, I know
;
for I saw

that feat of jugglery done by him, and often.
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As to his standing boys, too large to tbrow,

upon tbeir beads in tbe corner, I can testify

to, for I ratber enjoyed tbe spectacle. Tbere

were tales in reference to tbe puuisbmeut of

tbe older boys of wbicb I am not so sure.

A culprit of tbat grade was doomed to be

invited, tbe whisper ran, by Mr. Wbite to

dinner every day for a rnoutb, numbers of

lovely young ladies being always present to

see. Tbe guests under penalty were treated

witb tbe most elaborate politeness, but were

helped to rice, only and always rice, nothing

but rice, and rice wbicb they were courteous-

ly but despotically compelled to eat in enor-

mous quantities under tbe eyes of tbe ladies.

I do not know, I am sure, nor do I care,

for I am seated in a swing, this moment as

then, and David, our yellow boy, is behind

pushing me. I feel the rush of the air as I

go to and fro : next I find myself flying to tbe

other end of the entry aud toward tbe brick-

floor, tbe hateful red of which I can see this

moment; and here on my forehead is the scar

still. But that is a trifle to tbe morning
that flashes upon me nest, when I wake, as

my mother turns down my warm cover, and

proceeds to administer a whipping, richly

deserved, I have no doubt; but I recall the

rod, and not the sin a peculiarly unpleasant

chastisement by reason of the sudden transi-

tion from the sweetness of sleep, tbe morn-

ing calmness of my mother's purpose, tbe

large amount of naked surface exposed ;
it

was more disagreeable even than painful.

And again, I am going upstairs solemnly with

my mother about the same time, because I

have been repeating in tbe kitchen certain

words picked up by me at school. They
were Hebrew to me, so far as their meaning
is concerned; but nothing is more vivid to

me than the horribly disgusting medicine, of

some brown and glutinous nature, which my
mother gives me to cleanse my mouth and

entire system after those words. I am very

thoroughly cleansed, for I recall my agony

during tbe convulsions of vomiting, lest

nothing should be left of me beyond tbe

mere outer shell.

All this vanishes back into tbe past be-

fore the tolling of the bells and the rolling

of drums as I go back and stand in my fa-

ther's house again, that night of the negro
insurrection. Nothing more certain than

that the blacks have been long arranging
tbeir plans. We have assumed as granted
that all along tbe slaves have been but as

so many grains of powder under tbe whole

fabric of society : if one rise, all rise, and

Heaven above knows bow small a spark may
spring tbe explosion !

To-night they intend to rise and murder

all the whites, and plunder and burn the

city. Somehow, the plot is just found out,

and all the city is awake and armed and

awaiting tbe attack. Minister as he is,

there stands my father that night in our

bedroom, musket in baud
; my mother, in her

night -
clothing, hastily makiug cartridges

under his directions. The alarm is thorough
and intense, but my only fear is that it may
prove untrue. It will be so delightful, I

think, to see some big black man breaking

in at the front -door, and to meet and de-

stroy him witb tbe poker. I can myself

slay fifty, and have keen jealousy of my fa-

ther and the rest lest they will prevent.

But the drums roll louder and louder, my
mother casts herself, weeping, in my father's

arms
;
he kisses us all around, somewhat

awkwardly by reason of his accoutrements
;

and is gone. I grasp my poker, and await

the onset and the whole period is gone !

And I am at church instead. My father

is the greatest minister in all the world up
there in his mahogany citadel, with an aw-

ful presence by reason of his flowing black

gown. I hear tbe low thunder of our great

organ drowning the footfalls upon the tes-

sellated border as the vast audience assem-

bles
;
but why is it that I recall nothing but

mere externals ? It is communion Sabbath

to-day, and I see the table, with its white

cloth, extending down the middle aisle, six

hundred feet at least, it seems to me, to the

front door, lined with communicants seated

on either side. Bnt I am more interested in

those sitting at the crescent table extend-

ed around the pulpit on either hand, for my
black mammy is there, gorgeous to behold

in her turbaned handkerchief, which rises

yards in the air, with a score of people of

color, white-headed, generally, and exceed-

ingly black. The solemnity weighs me down

into sleep, I dare say ;
for when I look again,

the audience is all gone, aud the portly,

white -vested, florid -faced officers of the
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church are carefully rolling up the upper

table-cloth, which reaches ouly to the edge

of the table
; ami, begiuuiiig with the lit-

tle piles of pennies where the negroes were

seated, I see all down the loug table to the

very end that there lie silver and gold

upon the under -cloth, slipped in uuder the

damask by each communicant during com-

munion, for the poor. And, ah! how early

the might of money smites upon a child,

minting itself upon its heart at its softest!

For I stand beside my mother, a child not

six as I write, and see my father putting in

her lap the rolls of silver and gold he has

just obtained from bank. I am not allowed

to touch the sacred substance on any ac-

count, as my mother solemnly regrets that

it was given her in my presence, and charges

me uot to whisper the fact to the servants.

One paper roll has burst open on her knee
;

and, oh ! how exceedingly desirable are the

glorious coins as they sparkle in her lap with

a splendor beyond that of earth !

But all the world is crumbling to dust

soon after this, for there are vague whispers

.among the blacks down-stairs that we are

going to leave. Leave ? Why, ouly last

Sabbath I sat with my mammy up in the

gallery at church, and saw at least one thou-

sand people stand up in a body, exactly a

tenth of that number, as I now know, to be

received into the church. Besides, the cen-

otaph to a previous pastor stands in ponder-

ous marble, with a stone flame on top, on

one side of the pulpit; and the church is

in a one-sided condition, I always thought,

looking down from the gallery, until my fa-

ther has his cenotaph upon the other side.

I did not dream then that the deceased pred-

ecessor of my father, so illustrious for his

eloquence, had been suspended for intem-

perance, although afterward restored, and

living during years following a long and

useful life. But, then, I only knew that ours

was the grandest and wealthiest church in

the world, my father the greatest of clergy-

men, the earth itself not more reliable than

the steady continuance of things with us as

they were and forever. There was David,

our yellow boy, for instance. We had given

him his freedom, and he was periodically

sailing away to Liberia, of which he had

immediately become the leading man, I told

my playmates, and returning again in par-

oxysms of gratitude, bringing back cocoa-

nut hammocks and great African blankets

adorned with splotches of blue all over, and

oranges innumerable; David himself in linen

and broadcloth and talking with us as if he

were a gentleman, the greatest of all the

wonders he brought. And now no more Da-

vid ! The loss was inconceivable. How was

it possible for us to exist, too, without Mrs.

Brown ? An Englishwoman, and in worth a

nugget of the purest gold, was Mrs. Brown,
our housekeeper, as essential to the house as

its walls or roof. How she loved me, bore

with me, gave me immediate access to every

jar ofjam, and every tray of cakes, both be-

fore and after baking ! It was Mrs. Brown

who held me in her arms when they actual-

ly measured me, as I often and proudly as-

serted afterward to my companions, for my
coffin when I was supposed to be dying with

croup, but was saved therefrom by the use

of hot lard and molasses. Who else shielded

me from a hundred well-deserved whippings,

convincing me that no child in the house

was worthy of holding relationship to one

so wonderfully gifted as myself? Meek, lov-

ing, silent, never rebuked by father or moth-

er except for overworking herself, control-

ling the negroes under her although they

knew she was nothing but :

poor white

folks" by sheer goodness, life was impos-

sible without Mrs. Brown!

My mother and I do not speak now as a

child was a lady of the old Virginia type,

highly cultured according to the ideas of

her time, but very domestic. She was beau-

tiful, not of*the apple-dumpling style, how-

ever, but intellectual and sensitive
;
a great

reader, yet a thorough housekeeper. But,

frankly, I do not think she and my father,

although devotedly attached, ever under-

stood each other perfectly. There came

to her, a rustic beauty in* the seclusion of

her father's plantation, an adoring theolog-

ical student. He is well-enough -looking;

she is pious, and he is a devotedly pious

youth in training for the ministry. He loves

her so exceedingly that she is constrained,

as by his very energy, to love him, and give

him her hand. But how much does she

know about his profession, its peculiar lines

and shades of thought, its motives, its aims ?
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Exactly as much as she does of his Greek

ami Hebrew. Henceforth is she his wife,

the mistress of his house, the mother of his

children
;
the man is her husband, but the

minister lives for her in the Arctic zone. In

the tropics, I should rather say, for my fa-

ther is a large, florid, powerfully built man,

whose whole heart burns in that ample chest

of his with devotion to his calling, living

habitually as in a zone of ardent zeal, and

glowing hopes, and unwearying purposes for

God and man. Except that my mother was

vastly superior to the lady in question, it is

the story over again of John Milton and his

little wife from the country ; always remem-

bering that there was no slackening of love,

much less thought of divorce, in our case.

How much better it would have been if Mrs.

Milton could have assimilated herself to the

Hebraist and immortal poet ! Ninety-nine

hundredths of her husband surely lay in

that
;
and the miserable fraction of the man

remaining thereafter, and for whom she

could only sweep and cook and sew, was all

of John Milton she had.

A doctor's wife can not enter into his cases

as he does, nor a lawyer's wife into his. Just

how much does a President's wife under-

stand and sympathize with the policy, di-

plomacy (foreign and domestic), success, or

defeat of his excellency, do you suppose?
One reads of husband and wife as successful

actors together on the stage, playing Ro-

meo and Juliet a thousand times over, and

admirably because from the heart. There

were Robert and Elizabeth Browning, too,

keeping house together on Parnassus, filling

their daily tea-kettle from the same Helicon,

the more intensely one because inhaling the

same inspiration. So there may be cases of

wedded unity yet more perfect between the

minister, as minister of the Gospel, and his

wife
; yet Scripture, in giving us the Apostle

Paul, adds no hint as to a wife fully mated

to this flaming servant of God. Why is it

that the more a man devotes himself to his

ministry, as in the case of John Wesley, the

more apt, alas ! is the wife to be a virago like

Mrs. Wesley ? Never were a wedded couple,

I hasten to say, more devoted to each other

than were my parents ;
and yet the .fact re-

mains the same : my mother was linked to

the minister, only to the man was she mar-

ried. His life business, in which he had em-

barked his entire being, was in her eyes a

something very important and exceedingly

sacred, yet with which she had nothing ap-

proaching the feeling in reference thereto

which he had.

"Yes, Mrs. Brown," I recall my mother

saying to our housekeeper at this juncture,
" I am attached to our friends here, to the

city, to our home, I need not say, to you. I

had hoped to see my children educated here,

surrounding themselves with friends of their

childhood, and settling down around us. It

is like death to me, this breakiug-up," and

her eyes, red with weeping, attested her

grief; "but Mr. Quarterman thinks it is

best," for although my father had long been

a D.D., he never was other than the Mr. to

her of their marriage.
" His sacred calling

requires self-sacrifice, you know," and my
poor mother continued to speak as if of some

telescopic matter quite beyond the solar sys-

tem!

An officer of our great church, who was

also a rich planter, was said to have had a

persistent runaway among his slave-women

screwed down under his cotton-press. The

greatest care was taken that she should not

be hurt, and she was left there to a night

of repentance. My father was shocked at

the rumor, as was every other person in his

church, and denounced the cruelty, if true,

from the pulpit. To this hour I do not know

whether the rumor about the cotton-press

was true
;
but I do know that all the church

were as much shocked at the possibility of

such cruelty as is any reader to-day. This

may have influenced him to leave, yet his

church was prosperous, the salary ample,

himself beloved, the city then, as now, one

of the most delightful homes in the world.

In any case, he held to his purpose of leav-

ing like some great steamship, his household

but as the little yawl which tosses upon the

waves tethered behind. Nothing more clear

to him than that he could do far more good

elsewhere
;
in all the range of mathematics

and metaphysics nothing more incomprehen-

sible to my mother; the move a something

to be submissively regretted, without an at-

tempt to understand it, like the death of a

child : husband and wife loving each other

heartily, but she as passive as he is powerful.
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AND so -we left our home in the grand old

city. It was like launching the cockle-boat

of our household upon the tumbling waters

of an ocean without a shore. For some

time my mother made her temporary home

with her brother, Archibald Carter, at the

old homestead in Virginia. The eyes of

children have a sharpness of sight which

gets blunted against the rough world as

they grow older
;
and I can, at this moment,

see this portly Uucle Archibald of mine as I

can not see any person now, however strik-

ing in appearance. An unusually large man

every way, always dressed in cloth of a deep

blue, ashen as to face, exceedingly white as

to hair, close-shaved, no more dreaming ofgo-

ing out without his gold-headed cane, white

waistcoat, and enormous bunch of seals

hanging from his fob, than of remaining at

home and not being in active and absolute

charge of every thing and every person with-

in reach.

" You surely had a desirable residence,

Agnes," I can hear him now saying, a day or

two after we arrived, to my mother in his

magisterial manner, seated with her in the

dingy parlor of the old mansion, we children

cleaving about our mother with the shyness

if children in a new place.
"
During my visit I was impressed with

the high tone of society in Brother Ogle-

thorpe's church, a gravity and dignity in

the very bearing of his officers as they hand-

ed the elements down the communion-table

which indicated wealth and social standing.

You will pardon me, Agnes, but I feared then

that the simplicity of character, the unu-

sual fervor and earnestness of Brother Ogle-

thorpe

Mv mother was far from being in the best

spirits as she sat sewing; but her slight fig-

ure, bowed over her work, was erect on the

instant. She was more than a match for

her stately old brother any day the genuine
and original essence, if one may so speak,

of Virginiauisni in her, in contrast with

the more outer and empty form and manner

thereof as embodied in my uncle. It was

an old trouble, for her brother had utterly

opposed, from the outset, the approaches of

the ardent young theologian, so rustic, ear-

nest, impulsive ;
had yielded to the match,

as he always had to yield when this sister

was in question.

''As you well know, Archibald, Mr. Quar-

terman left wholly of his own motion," she

said. " The church had been prospered un-

der him as under no other pastor. I did en-

joy the delightful society the wealth and

leisure and luxury of our home enjoyed

it keenly, for my tastes are like your own.

But Mr. Quarterraan was unhappy by reason

of the very grandeur and completeness of

things, the fashionable congregations crowd-

ing the church as regularly as Sabbath came,

the excellent choir around the organ, the

beautifully dressed children at Sabbath-

school

"Oh yes, uncle," I broke in, "you ought

to have seen the cakes our superintendent

sent for to Holland for our anniversary ; big

as a biggest dinner -plate, all covered with

raised-up pictures

But my uncle had turned his whole per-

son toward me in an attitude of such rebuke

at my freedom of manner, that I did not need

the hand of my mother on my shoulder to

cause me to stop.
" Ahem !" remarked my uncle, for it was

a volume of remark in the manner thereof.
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me, and

"When," lifting and playing with his heavy

watch-seals,
"
your husband resolved to re-

move the brandy from his dinner -
table, I

regretted it. A decanter of cut-glass is in-

dispensable to the table of a gentleman. I

regretted it." The regret being that of a

superior being, and made immeasurable by

the slow outward motion of the large hand.

u Brother Archibald," my mother added,

her head thrown back as you have. observed

with blooded horses, and I deliberately mean

the metaphor, in her tones so clear and se-

rene,
"
I have told you often before, you and

my husband represent wholly different class-

es and periods. You were born on the old

place, have lived here all your life, except

when you were in Congress, know and care

nothing about any thing in the world except

Virginia and the past and, pardon me, your-

self the case with all old bachelors, brother.

My husband has broken away from his old

family, as old as ours, Archibald, there in

Georgia, and is entered on a new life other

than ours. It is all wild and very wide to

I do not understand it." My dear

mother faltered a little with drooping head

as she added this. " All I know," she con-

tinued, "and that I do know, is that he is

driven, against all selfish considerations of

ease and family and home, to leave and to

labor where he can do most for his Master."

" I would not use the expression
;

master,'

Agnes," my uncle remarked, rising, and with-

out the least understanding what she said.

" Master is the language of our slaves. You

know how much you and your children are

welcome to a home as long as you like on

the old place." But we took not a bit of

pleasure in his words were glad when he

was gone from the room. If my mother and

the rest of us could but have yielded our-

selves to be taken entirely in custody by the

old autocrat! And how could he help it?

He had been in sole and awful charge of the

plantation, the negroes, the poor white folks

around, ever since he could remember.

There was not a human being on the soil of

his empire but agreed in soul with the con-

cise statement of people all around, "Major
Archibald Carter is an old fool," even while

each person, white and black, young and

old, yields herself or himself to the keeping
of the man

;
such power in the mere outer

manner and assumption of the major, such

force upon all others in virtue of his own

thorough conviction that Virginia itself

walked in his boots, and swayed rightful

rule in his person. Bourbonism is as thor-

oughly human nature as is Radicalism.

But what a happy time of it we children

had those days when not actually in custody

of our uncle, although it was hard to get out

of it ! Not a pig nor chicken could be killed,

nor negro baby dosed, nor suit of jeans cut

and made; not a plow could be mended, nor

horse shod, nothing least or greatest could

be done, but under the eye and command of

this master, who never could remember the

instant after that he was almost invariably

wrong. Living as he did in the heaven of

his own supreme self-satisfaction, how hap-

py he was, how smoothly ran the days un-

der his complete control ! no pope more con-

vinced of his infallible wisdom.

Yet there was a day, when, after solemn

charges given to do every thing so and so,

and to leave every other possible thing un-

done, our ever-present uncle rode off to

Wrexboro', the post-office village. We were

out of the jail of his presence in one eager

moment negroes, horses, children, and all.

Ah, what a brilliant morning it was! the

ripe wheat laid in a circle, circus-fashion, on

the clean clay of the earth near the barn, a

dozen of the plantation horses ridden by us

around upon it, trampling out the grain.

How we shouted and laughed as we whipped

up our old horses and went round and round

in the dust of flying chaff, the ragged little

wretches of negro children the happiest of

all! After just so many rounds, we would

be driven off the ring, horses and all, by old

Uncle Arxis, the straw raked off, the grain

gathered into hogsheads, more wheat ar-

ranged, and so around and around would we

go all the happy day. Delicious ? It is no

word for it the ash-cake and fat pork at

noon, unless it was the corn pone with heaps

of honey, and the brown pitcher of butter-

milk, we had at Aunt Meander's cabin at

night ; plenty of sweet-potatoes, roasting in

the ashes, to eat with fresh butter, for who-

ever could find room for the same. Bless

you, we did not care for old Uncle Arxis, the

ebony twin -brother, so to speak, of Uncle

Archibald. They had been suckled at the
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same time by the same black mammy, had over Virginia. There is not a plantation

grown up together Stop ! It may have

been the master, now I think of it, who un-

consciously modeled himself upon the slave

a man of really greater original vigor of

character than his owner
;
in any case, they

were twins.

Of course, Uncle Arxis was subordinate

when Uncle Archibald was present, general-

ly differing doggedly with his master, and

always right. The moment the white twin

was gone no soul rejoicing in his going
so much as the black that moment Uncle

Arxis was Uncle Archibald : only that he

was a negro, and had no blue-cloth, watch-

seals, gold-headed cane, absolute authority.

He was his master over again in every tone

of his voice, every wave of his magisterial

hand, every dignity of his person more fibre

as of essential superiority in the better judg-
ment of the white-headed old soul. Purely
as a question of "

uncle," we would have

voted the white man out and the black in,

and eagerly.

But I alluded to Wrexford. How the

words ring like remembered squeakings of

the hide-bottomed chair in which my mam-

my, Margaret, rocked rne to sleep in her cab-

in the words, "That wretched Wrexford!"
" That thoroughly detestable Wrexford !"

" If I could have my way," I have heard

my uncle Archibald say in those days, slowly,

scores of times,
" I would take Arxis and a

dozen yoke of oxen, and drag every house

in the town with a log-chain into the Ocoo-

gee ;" for that was the little river running

by it a stream as dirty as the town.
" What is the matter now ?" my mother

would say, dreamily, for she was thinking
of my absent father, and puzzling over the

old, old question of duty and disrupted home.

"Matter? One dozen turkeys gone last

night. I counted them on the roost last

night, and was out to count them before day
this morning," my uncle would make slow

reply. "The lock of the smoke-house is

broken, too. Bunches on bunches of tobac-

co are missing in the cure-house. Not an

egg to be had !"

" Oh yes, the negroes will sell them for

liquor in Wrexford. It was always so, Archi-

bald, ever since I can remember," rny moth-

er said. "
But, you know, it is the same all for some doom terrible enough.

but has a Wrexford of its own near-by. In

Georgia they are Corn-crackers, here you call

them White Trash
;
but they are the same

race. Those poor whites have lived down
from father to son ever siuce the South was
settled. Where did they come from '?"

" What the poison-oak is to the tree, they
are what fleas are to a dog," my uncle added.
"
Only you can never catch them, never I

have sat up night after night with Arxis."

Yes, I remember perfectly, child as I was,

being in the miserable, tumble-down range
of old weather-beaten wooden houses four

miles from our plantation which they called

Wrexford, with niy uncle one day; he on

his big black horse, I on a little roan pony,

which I wished from morning till I fell

asleep at night, with all the fervor of my
soul, that my uncle would give me, but which

he never did. I could paint this moment, if

I had yellow ochre as well as skill enough,
the cadaverous face of the clay-eating poor

white who kept the chief liquor -shop in

Wrexford. Did Heaven ever make did

men ever make themselves, I should say

a more despicable sort of vermin ? the filmy

eyes, the tobacco-juice streaming from the

corners of the thin, loose lips, the furtive

manner, the coolness of the awful lies ! I

shudder now at the stories they used to tell

me of the slatternly women of the same

species. On this occasion Uncle Archibald,

elevated upon his horse as upon the bench,

was in the enjoyment of his peculiar func-

tion of holding some one in magisterial cus-

tody ;
Uncle Arxis, upon his old mule a little

behind his master, with demeanor still more

judicial, echoing and impressing upon the
" white trash "

cowering in the dust before

them the solemn vituperation of his white

twin brother. They were, to a wonderful

degree, the duplicates of each other.

"A most disreputable, disgraceful, de-

creature you are," continued my
white uncle.

"A mose 'reputable, 'raceful, 'graded crit-

ter!" echoed the old negro, with admonitory

shake of his white head.
" If you sell them any more liquor

"You jes' sell 'em any more whisky!'' re-

peated the black, while his master paused

graded
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"
I'll make Arxis here drag you and your

deu into the Ocoogee
"

"Wid oxeu an' a log-chain, into Ocoo-

gee, ail' I'll be grad to do urn," the asso-

ciate judge completed the old formula of

wrath.
" You a white mau !" added my uncle, with

slow decision; "Arxis here is a gentleman

in comparison with you ! He would not

touch gold from your hand, wouldn't drink

out of your gourd if he was dying of thirst
;

he loathes and despises you !" And my un-

cle, having exhausted himself hy a half-hour

of steady hut stately abuse, turned his horse

aud rode oif.

" Loaves an' 'pi-sea you !" echoed his veu-

erable coadjutor, with deepest emphasis. As

I kicked my heels in my pony's sides to

start him, I glanced round to see if the ob-

ject of so much wrath had not sunk into

the earth. It was one of the severest shocks

of my childhood. I saw iu the instant the

poor white, with a slimy smile upon his

corpse-like face, pass a black bottle from un-

der his ragged coat to Arxis, who slipped it

as quickly under his, severe indignation, still

upon his brow, and adding with renewed

scorn, as he jerked at his mule's bridle and

rode after us,
" Pi-ses an' loaves you !"

But my eyes must have betrayed me ! I

did not mention the matter even to my
mother, whom I loved as the smartest as

well as most beautiful woman in the

world. Besides, I had no time for it, inas-

much' as we children were wild with the

chauge of life from ci ty to plantation . Have

I mentioned them yet ? Not since the first

chapter, I fear.

There was the eldest, Archibald, by far

the handsomest of us all, as well as the

brightest. I see him now, as one remembers

seeing some familiar tree during a storm

and lighted up by a flash of lightning, stand-

ing on the top of the pile of corn one night

which the negroes are shucking by the flare

of pine torches. It would have been a

splendid scene for a painter. The mountain

of corn twenty feet high in the barn-yard ;

the ring of happy blacks in their shirt-

sleeves of coarse gray, on and up to their

waist in corn-shucks, around the base
;
the

shadows of barn aud trees aud people fall-

ing this way and that as the wind flickered

the flames of the torches, carefully stuck

among the palings of the old fence, to one

side. The painter could not paint, however,

the heart-felt laughter. Ah me! what whole-

hearted laughter it was ! I have never

heard any approaching to it since. It was

just nothing at all that started the fan u

cotton-basket of shucks unexpectedly emp-
tied upon the head of the loudest singer,

suddenly smothering his voice as well as

person ;
a sudden slide of the imhusked

corn undermined from below and whelming
a dozen in its avalanche ; a potato hot from

the ashes of a neighboring cabin-fire drop-

ped down the back of the leader of the jubi-

lant chorus, converting his solo into a yell,

aud changing the chorus, waiting to take up

their refrain, iuto shouts of laughter which

could be heard a mile. Some practical joke

always on hand, generally by
" dat fool nig-

ger, Harklis," the buffoon, of the plantation,

despised and adored by all the hands, high-

ly valued by Uncle Archibald, who winked

at his capers, knowing how indispensable he-

was toward keeping
" the people

" in good

spirits for work.

No artist could put the awful racket on

paper; but he could paint my brother Ar-

chibald standing upon the very top of the

Alps of corn, a boy of fourteen, slight, tall,

lithe in figure like my mother, dark hair and

eyes, beautifully arched eyebrows, straight

nose, full of life to the very tips of his fin-

gers, because brimful of talent so striking

that I would name it genius if I thought you
would believe me. I do believe Uncle Ar-

chibald, if he could possibly have thought

of or been proud of any thing beyond him-

self, would have been proud of Archibald

genuine Virginian as the boy was in every

nerve and fibre. Strange to say, he disliked

him and preferred me. Standing upon the

corn, the boy was as Apollo among the shep-

herds of Admetus. The negroes worshiped

him as by an intuition of what sa cants in

these days style the "religious faculty."

Our stolid old uncle had his aversions to him

because he knew that the boy was quite be-

yond, if not above, his custody. If Archy

had but actually been what he would have

seemed, truly portrayed on canvas! Aud

au(i yet! I can never forget him as he
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stood there then, and I have so very much

to say about him hereafter !

But not more than about my brother Hab-

ersham, next iu age to Archibald. If the

painter could but execute that corn-shuck-

ing scene as a family piece for me! My
dear mother stood beside my uncle that

night on the right hand, Habersham a

shrinking little red-headed boy of twelve by
her side, the three corning and going like

ghosts in the waving of light and shadow.

I have plenty to say about little Habersham.

If his maiden aunt in Georgia could have

left him a fortune as completely as she had

left him herself! What I mean is, Aunt

Habersham was a little old maid, very un-

social, very red as to hair as well as dimin-

utive iu stature. Yes, it must have been be-

cause she was, to speak plainly, a red-headed

dwarf, that she was an old ruaid where old

maids were rare exceptions, and so bitterly

unsocial
;
and poor little Habersham, pale,

diminutive, shrinking, was her very image.

"Atavism "is what they call it when the

grandfather reproduces himself in his de-

scendant
;
but a mere aunt, a father's sister,

had no right, unless she had been herself

more valuable, to bequeath herself body and

soul, as in this case, to a mere nephew !

Off on the left and beside me, Carter Quar-

terman, sat my two twin sisters, Virginia and

Georgia, then just one year younger than

Habersham, about eleven years old. And

you have no idea how easy it is to tell about

them, the distinctive traits being so perfect-

ly defined. The eldest of the girls must

have been named in the spirit of prophecy,

or she had adjusted herself to her name,

Virginia, as she grew up, the very repetition

of our mother in her slight straight form,

clear-cut lips and nose and chin, lovely com-

plexion of purest white and rosiest red

when well
;
above all, in the tensely strung

nerves and inflexible persistence in her own

opinion, yielding, as my mother did to my
lather in their removal from the city, but,

like my mother, of the same opinion on any

subject for ever and ever, and whatever the

subject might be.

The younger of the twins had been named

Agnes, but she had grown up so unlike my
mother, and so exceedingly like the father,

that, at first in fun, afterward because the

name fitted more beautifully every day, she

was called Georgia. See her as she sits or

stands, incessantly iu motion, by her sister

in the full blaze of the pine-knots, Virginia
tall for her age, and she round as a dump-

ling ; Virginia serene and steady, and Geor-

gia never iu the same mood two hours
;
the

elder of the twins always a lady, and greatly

beloved
; Georgia shocking us all every day

by such forgetfuluess of her sacred sex, and

turning people so rapidly into enemies and

friends and enemies again by her ever-vary-

ing moods and tenses, as to dizzy them into

a state of great uncertainty whether to like

her heartily, or dislike. Nothing pale and

refined and low-spoken about her, florid and

open and very cordial in the love or aversion

of the moment
;
both sisters are very dear to

us all because so amazingly like our mother

and father, the regret of us boys being that

Georgia was not, indeed, a boy, she was so

very much like our father. Virginia listens

with interest to the laughter and singing,

but Georgia shucks and sings and laughs

with the happiest there, until, taking sudden

and mortal offense at some remark of Uncle

Archibald, she withdraws in wrath to bed,and

is seen no more until she breaks upon us in

full and joyous peace with the world again

over the waffles at breakfast next morning.

As last and least in every sense, let me
add that there is nothing at all peculiar iu

myself, the youngest of the flock.

" I think Carter is like me," I overheard

my uncle say to my mother a few days after

our arrival
;
and shuddered to hear,

" there

is a gravity, a slowness of speech, a dignity

of bearing, an aspect of wisdom
" Carter is unlike all the rest of the chil-

dren," my mother made answer. "You see

how broad he is iu the shoulders, how sturdy

upon his legs, how brown and silent. I am

glad you think him like you, brother, and

that you let him ride with you. We think

he resembles my father; he is slowly get-

ting to be more like him, but he is slow, if

not dull, as yet in every thing. He is solid,

though, as oak. Do you remember, Archi-

bald, what a broad-shouldered, black, grave,

silent girl his mammy Margaret was. Ogle-

thorpe has laughed, and said he got more

than her milk when she was nursing him.

Carter actually does look like his mammy."
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But at this point I doubted the morality

of listening further, and slipped under the

front porch, where I was reading
" Saudford

and Merton" while they were speaking with-

in, and left for the negro quarters, but not

before I had heard niy uncle begin to say, in

his slow way,

"Ahein! You do not mean it, Agues ! I

was observing that the lad is more like me
than the rest. I seriously hope so. Ogle-

thorpe will be much from his family here-

after, and I am glad you will have a boy

growing up upon whom you can rely. There

is an aspect of dignity
"

CHAPTER IV.

" IF you suppose for a moment that my
husband is not devoted to me and to our

family, Brother Archibald, you are mistak-

en !" It was my mother who said it to my
xiucle across the roaring fire-place, and when

she supposed me, like the rest of the chil-

dren, fast asleep in the chamber adjoining.

If she had said it with the least heat, it

might have been the ancient story of wom-

an's devotedness to her husband against ev-

ery thing. She spoke, however, of her hus-

band as you or I would have done of the

shining of the sun at its meridian, as of a

fact not needing to be stated. And she was

right : no man could love wife or children

more. It was assured, not only in his devo-

tion to us when at home, or in his long and

almost daily letters overflowing with affec-

tion to us when away. My father was what

they called in Virginia
" a good provider,"

that is, anticipated the wants of his family

by ample supplies of all kinds, as well as by

seeing to it that my mother had more than

was needed of money,
" that you may feel

perfectly secure," as he worded it.

Supplies ! People that send to the store

in the city or to the grocery at the corner

for every thing as they need it, do not know
the meaning of the word. Not people on

their plantations alone : at our home there

in the city it meant a poultry-yard full of

chickens, ducks, and turkeys ;
a smoke-house

whose rafters were hidden with hanging
sides and hams of bacon, and whose floor,

saving a space in the centre upon which to

make the smoke, was heaped with salt, flour

by the sack and barrel, molasses and rice

and sugar by the hogshead. And one never

sees such pantries these days! They speak
of the wastefulness of slavery. Oh yes, I

dare say, but there was the profusion of nat-

ure, and nature at the tropics, in the open
corn-cribs of the plantation,.and great barns

with heaps of wheat fresh from the thresher,

and in which we children used to bury each

other, the extremity of the nose escepted,

from the very enjoyment of the fragrant

plenty. But that pautry of ours! When-
ever and wherever we had a home, the

shelves upon shelves of preserves, for in-

stance, each great brown jar duly labeled

and overflowing with the smooth, sirupy

rapture of peach and quince, orange, lemon,

and, last of all, water -melon -rind cut into

crosses and stars and hearts, transparent

amber to the eye and entire satisfaction to

the taste. Depend upon it, the glittering

rows of canned fruit instead, to-day, are pro-

foundly symbolic of our times every thing
done away from home, done by wholesale

and by machinery, even to the very educa-

tion of children. Last Christmas your little

Charlie drew out of his stocking (the word
"
machinery

" reminds me of it) a toy steam-

engine. He is all the wiser for it, but that

gift was not to your child what to me was

that Christmas jar of Ocoogee limes the win-

ter of which I am now speaking, at our old

homestead in Virginia. The exquisite fla-

vor of those limes sweetened all my sojourn

there, making more endurable even our

bondage to Uncle Archibald, and lingers as

upon the palate of my memory to this hour.

I began this chapter by speaking of my
father, but I must postpone further allusion

to him for a while. Christmas has been men-

tioned Christmas! and that Christinas at

Uncle Archibald's breaks upon me again, as

with the midnight splendors and songs once

more of the angels to the shepherds. We
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never observed the birthday of Washington

specially, though he was born South
; why

not, I know not. Thanksgiving-day was as

utterly unknown there as were many oth-

er New England notions since introduced.

Fourth of July was vulgarized by the odor

of fire -crackers, and by the crowding into

town of the poor whites. New-year's was

by no means a holiday the very reverse
;

heads of households were, as a rule, deeply

in debt
;
and there were unpleasant circum-

stances incident to the new year, inseparable

from a credit system almost as universal and

matter -of-course in that latitude as is the

system styled the solar. And so the one

great holiday South was Christmas. " The

negroes begin, I do believe," my uncle re-

marked one morning at breakfast as the

season drew nigh,
" the day after Christmas,

to say, 'Well, it's only twelve mouths to

Christmas, anyway !'
"

And Uncle Archibald was right. We
children, mouths before December, would be

down at the negro-quarters when the hands

would come in of evenings from the fields.

Often it would be a day when they were

specially tired out, the weather and " Mars'

Archy
"
particularly hard that day. After

all the cattle had been fed, and every
"
boy"

.and "girl" had got his or her ration of corn

from the steel mill at the centre of the quar-

ters, and of bacon from the smoke-house,

and each cabin was full of black folks,

grumpy and quarrelsome, a smallest angel

there, black and ragged, had but to mention

Christmas. The very name broke like a corn-

ing glory upon every heart, and on the in-

stant all was joyful expectation. To this

hour I do not understand why. Little sleep

we children had the night before the special

Christmas there of which I am now speak-

ing. Not a black on the place pretended to

go to bed. Long before clay the uproar be-

gan. You spit upon a rock, laid a coal from

the hearth thereon, and smote the same with

a heavy axe. Let scientists explain the ex-

plosion which followed, and it was very

cheap. Even Uncle Arxis superintended

the loading and firing of the old anvil, the

fire-arms being in exclusive use by the white

boys. Even if we had not been wakened by
the universal din of fiddle and laughter, the
"
boy

" who came in to make the fire threw

his great armful of logs on the hearth with

a shout which would have effectually done

so. " Christmas gift, Mars' Archy ! Christ-

mas gift, Miss Agnes!" and on the instant

the house swarmed with all the "house-

servants "
crying,

" Christmas gift, Mars'

Habersham ! Christmas gift, Mars' Carter !"

the cook putting her head into the bedroom

of the girls, with
" O my law ! you iu bed yet,

and nigh on to four o'clock ! Christmas gift,

Miss Georgia! Christmas gift, Miss Giuia!"

and as soon as we emerged from the house

there were the "field hands," opening their

reserved artillery in a universal "Christmas

gift, niassa ! Christmas gift, missis !"

I do not understand it ! It was not much

they ever got, only a few bolts of flannel,

knitted night -caps, woolen socks for the

old; cheap looking-glasses, pocket-knives,

beads, candy, calicoes, pipes, and the like
;

yet, whether they got any thing or nothing,

the universal gladness was the same. I

cease writing, and wonder with tears in my
eyes as I recall the long-expected, long-re-

membered, overflowing gladness of the day,

Uncle Archibald even abandoning all custo-

dy of every thing, and letting the world go

from his grasp entirely. I wonder ? Yes, I

do know that it was the wild, blind cry of

the soul for Christ
;
even in the realms of

utter ignorance and darkness, not a syllable

said about it, not a defiuite idea even iu ref-

erence thereto, yet it was the craving of the

godlike and eternal soul in the bosom of the

least little slave there, as of the whitest, old-

est, wisest of us all the craving and cry of

the soul after the Great Deliverer, suggested,

however vaguely, by the day. Long before

light, Archibald, my elder brother, had me

out and among the happy black folks. The

fact is, taking all the negro boys of our own

age and thereabouts into conclave, for weeks

before had we planned iu refereuce to Christ-

mas. " What us had best do ?" "
Molly Cot-

ton-tail!" had been the one suggestion of

every ragged counselor from the first,
" au'

partridges !" had always been added. Long
before the late and confused breakfast

ready, we had exhausted ourselves by mak-

ing all the noise possible, listening in the

intervals to catch the flying sounds of like

uproar from all the plantations around.

"And now for fun ! Come, Carter ! Come,
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Habersliam! You are not going to stay

home Christmas, you poor little goose !"

It was Archibald who said it, as we sprung

from the doors into the snow, even poor lit-

tle Habersham flushed with eagerness, and

striving to keep up with us. And pell-mell,

white boys, black boys, curs of all grades,

mingled in the perfect equality and freedom

of the day, off we rushed for the fields. We
would have gone had the snow been teu

feet instead of that many inches deep. Sure

enough,
" dat ole blackberry-patch," proph-

esied by Arxis the younger, a very ra.

negro of Archibald's age, did yield a Molly

Cotton-tail, which, I should not insult you

by explaining, is a rabbit punctuated be-

hind, so to speak, with a knot of white fur,

in lieu of a tail. Shouting, plunging heels

over head into the snow, after it we went,

yelling to each other and to the dogs, up

hill and down ravine, cutting our feet upon

the stalks of corn sticking up through the

snow. I would give a good deal to know

accurately how many rabbits we did catch

and how many miles we did run that blessed

day. But amidst all our eagerness, we could

not but wonder at, and, with what supply

of breath we had, praise little Habersham.

For he was such a little, little fellow, so

frail and small, his face so pale and his hair

so very red, our mother would never have

let him come had she known he thought of

such a thing. And there he was, the tough-

est of us, his grip upon the rabbit crouched,

frightened to death, down some old stump
at the end of the race, first of all. The boy
seemed frenzied with the excitement. And
the rabbit, at last, was less than you could

hold in your hand that night at supper; but

how immeasurable the halo of glory about

it ! Eeally, its half-inch of tail was as long
and as splendid to us as that of a comet.

"Now for the partridges!" It was little

Habby himself who said it, after we had

snatched a slight lunch of crackling corn-

bread, nothing Victoria eats equal to it, down
at Uncle Arxis's cabin. For here was some-

thing to take place, dignified and entirely

uuliko the frivolity of Molly Cotton-tails,

and Uncle Arxis was to lead the expedition
in person. No white boy of us dared even

to touch the partridge net, a funnel-shaped
affair of twine, with hoops to hold it open

when set, and tweuty feet long. As a great

favor, Archy had one of the wings to "tote,"

and I the other, Uncle Arxis leading the van

on his old mule, the cavalcade of boys, white

and black, following on foot
; every dog on

the place "tolled," before we started, into

au empty coru-crib with bits of rabbit, and

then fastened up.

Leaving the dogs howling in a chorus of

protest at our treachery, in a silence which

we carefully bore like a heavy hut valuable

load, did we follow the hoofs of our leader,

Uncle Arxis being never more solemnly like

Uncle Archibald than that hour. Dismount-

ing as we entered the edge of an old wood,

and warning us back, ho set the net, by the

use of the wings making the opening thirty

feet broad. With what ghost-like gestures

did he then direct us all, so carefully in-

structed before, to spread out, half of us on

either side, as, taking a wide sweep, he re-

mounted his mule, the better to see and com-

maud the field, and proceeded to drive the

feathered game. We could see nothing, but

crept breathlessly here aud there at the mag-
isterial warnings of his hand, now directing,

now checking us. Wo must have crept in

silence for a mile or more. I had no idea

where Ave were, when suddenly Habersham,

who was just in advance of me, mouse that

he was, sprung forward with a bound and

threw down the open end of the net, and sat

upon it !

"Oh, my law! you oughtn't to a done it,

oughtn't to a done it, oughtn't to a doue

it !" old Arxis exclaimed and repeated, as if

he never could cease, as he got off his mule.

" You sha'n't come wid us uex' Christmas !"

For that was the supreme prerogative of

our leader, what he cauie out for, to seize

the critical iustaut to close the net upon the

flock of partridges. Little Habby recked

not the wrath even of so mighty a kaiser.

There on the earth behind him were half a

hundred plump partridges, struggling in the

long convolutions of the net. Oh, the glad

eagerness of the hour, each of the brown and

spotted birds as big as au ostrich, in onr

eyes ! But we were allowed only to hold the

net, or the basket a big cotton-basket on

hand for the purpose, as Uncle Arxis trans-

ferred the struggling game one by one to

the same, tied them over with a fragment
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of canvas from a wagon-cover, bad the heavy
basket banded up to him on bis mule, and

so rode home before us all in portentous dis-

pleasure.

Dark, lowering, muttering deep discon-

tent could Uncle Arxis think of spoiling our

coon-bunt that night ? That was the awful

thought of each one of us as we toiled after

him home. One of us must be sacrificed to

bis just wrath
;
which of us was very evi-

dent, and the victim knew. it.

" You can't go to-night, Mr. Habby," said

Arcby, as we discussed the point. But Hab-

by bad nothing to say, for his fire bad slack-

ened into its ashes again as he struggled to

keep up with us, his poor pale face as clear

to my eyes uovr as then.

" I certainly would not want to go, Haber-

sbam," Virginia remarked, with something
of scorn, as we talked it over, supper fin-

ished, after our arrival on the front porch.
" The idea of racing about the fields with

little negroes all day is bad enough, catch-

ing poor weeny bits of rabbits and birds that

never did you any harm in the world. But

going out at night all through the planta-

tion I'm astonished at yon !" And Virgin-

ia drew herself up in disdain, her very tones

those of my mother.
" What do girls know ?" we boys all broke

in, and all together proceeded to tell of the

glorious fun of tracking coon and possum

by night with the dogs, all in a breath, until

Georgia exclaimed,
"
Oh, Virginia, I wish I was a boy ! I

would be glad to go. Here we've been shut

up in the bouse all day. Nothing to do but

eat turkey and miuce-pies and make molas-

ses candy. I'd give any thing to go. Ob,
how I wish I could !"

We all knew how ardent and impulsive

Georgia was in her moods, but we never

could have imagined any thing equal to

what followed. As an exceedingly great fa-

vor,
"
seeing it is Christmas," Arcby and I

bad got the consent of our mother, in secrecy

from Uncle Archibald, who would never have

yielded to our going a consent conditioned

on our being sure not to do this, that, and

the other. And so, in our very worst clothes,

all the household having retired, Arcby and I

were leaving the house, when we saw a boy

approaching us stealthily in the darkness.

"Hush, hush, Arcby! bush, Carter! It's

only me !" and, before we could take in the

enormity of the act, we found that it was

actually Georgia.
"
Why, how on earth ?" Archibald began.

"
Opened the window of our room over

the back porch and slid out
;
covered with

snow, you see
;
and the ground did not hurt,

the snow is so deep," she replied, eagerly.
" And where on earth I" I began.
"
Ob, out of Archy's trunk," she explained.

"His Sunday suit. It wasn't locked. Only
this once. It's Christmas !"

How we laughed, under our breath though.
She had arrayed herself as she said, even to

a linen collar and black ribbon about her

neck. Bundling up her abundant hair some-

bow, she bad tied on Archy's broad-brimmed

bat, and made a boy far handsomer than we
bad ever seen before in our lives.

" But you can't go, Georgy," I said at last.

"A whole pack of dogs and negroes are go-

ing, and it is all through thickets, and oh,

it will never do ! Can't go, Georgy."
" But she shall go !" exclaimed Archibald,

to my astonishment. Had I said she should

go, he would have been equally as prompt
in determining that she should not. I speak

of all these small matters so fully because

they help you to understand the far greater

events ab, bow much greater! that after

befell. And Georgia was not more impul-

sive in her varying and contradictory moods

than was Archibald perverse in bis way, aud

perversity was not a matter of mood with

him
;

it was of the very color and iron of his

blood.

We must have disputed half an hour,

stauding there in the snow and under the

glittering stars. I suppose I am, as they

say, oaken in niy character, brown and stub-

born
;
but I was right. Archibald, as being

my elder brother, was that much the more

resolved because be knew it was so wrong a

thing to do : no pleasure in being perverse

where you are right ! But it was Georgia I

yielded to, she was so eager; aud, then, it

was Christmas! So we agreed to call her

George, and to pass her off with the negroes

as a friend from the city, and, joining Uncle

Arxis and a cavalcade of curs and field-hands

impatiently awaiting us at the quarters, we

plunged into the midnight woods. No need
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Uncle Arsis strode on in
|

the dark and sleeping Louse but Archibaldof silence now.

advance, axe on shoulder, alternating :_

" You hush your racket behind dar ! Fuss

enough to drive de coon out de country!"

To his followers in Ms rear, with:

"
Yes, hunt him, Tige ! look for him, Bose !

Hi, pups !" with a kick at every cur lingering

behind. And so we wound and turned until

I had got utterly lost, Georgia walking be-

tween Archibald and myself, the hearts of

all three of us weighed down, even in the ex-

citement, with sense of wrong-doing. I am
satisfied it made Archibald more unreasona-

ble than he would have been otherwise
; for,

just as we reached a rocky hill with a deep
ravine "

forking off" on either side, the dogs

began to bark in the distance, and Uncle

Arxis -was sure, with the rest of us, that the

coon was up the left ravine, while Archy
was angrily certain it was up the right. A
short and fierce dispute followed, which end-

ed in his striking off, with a black boy or

two whom he had bought, at least so far as

their hearts were concerned, that day with

a box of percussion-caps up the right fork,

leaving us to go up our own way.
Because she knew I was morally right

about her leaving home, Georgia kept with

me, and ten minutes of headlong run, falling

and getting up again, plunging into snow-

banks and then stumbling over rocks,

brought us to the scene of battle. But I

had no heart for it. It was nothing at last

but a coon up a gum-tree, surrounded with

a pack of howling curs and frantic people.

A few blows of the axe in the hands of Uncle

Arxis, and the tree was down, and the coon

lighting for life in a whirl of dogs and ne-

groes. We did not wait even for the end,

Georgia and I for they caught eight after

that, not returning until day but turned

and left, unnoticed by any.

No fear of getting lost, the night was so

bright, and we had made such a track

through the snow in coming. We went

back as fast as we could, not a word to say,

either of us, Georgia crying, with her head

down and her hat over her face
;
not a word

even as she climbed up on the shed roof by
means of my shoulders, and so into her win-

dow; and, oh, how relieved I was as she

shut it down softlv behind her!

And whom should I meet as I stole around ed to hold it, and more firmly!

coming up ?

"But who in the world ?" I began.
"
Yes, it is me," said little Habersham,

seeming like a mite in the deep snow and

among the dark shadows
;

"
I came on be-

hind you."

"And I was right in striking off my way.

Habby followed me, and would have died in

the snow if I hadn't been there," Archibald

asserted.

''As if there would have been any tracks

that way for him to follow, if you had not

gone," I said. But it hurt rue worst that

Archy, big, strong boy as he was, had let

the poor little fellow walk, instead of bring-

ing him in on his back, after all his hard

work that day, too.

" Not exactly ! As if I hadn't worked, too,

all day !" he replied.

Perversity is only an expression of selfish-

ness, was my thought then, though I could

not have put it in those words.
" I know it all !" my mother said, when I

hastened to her room next morning.
" Geor-

gia told me. She is heartily sorry and

ashamed of herself. Archibald's best clothes

are ruined. We will not let your uncle

know. Habersham is very sick. Oh, how
I wish, Carter, that your father were at home,
and that we all had a home of our own!

But it is all right, and God knows best !"

The fact is, my mother always talked to

me as she did not even to Virginia, in many
things as she did not even to my father.

She seemed to lean upon me from my birth,

and I loved her, resolved to do all I could.

New-year's saw little Habby, if possible,

smaller and paler than ever before, but

Georgia had speedily got through her agony
of remorse

;
Aurora herself not more radiant

and joyous, as she came in to breakfast that

morning with a lapful of guinea-hen's eggs

she had found under a hay-rick.

"Oh, Georgia, how can you?" began Vir-

ginia.

"Ahem!" remarked Uncle Archibald.
" Christmas is over, and I am glad of it,"

and a good deal more to the general effect

that the world had been going to ruin, but

that he, Major Archibald Carter, had re-

sumed the custody of the globe, and intend-



CHAPTER V.

OUR memorable Christmas at the old

homestead in Virginia has held me for a

moment
;
but I was speaking of my father.

His loviug letters were long aud full and

frequent. A man like Uncle Archibald has

to get out of his portly body into his spirit,

and out of Virginia into heaven, before he

can understand such a man as my father
;

yet even he was glad to hear my mother

read aloud from time to time one of those

letters, so radiant were they with the joy

of the man in his increasing and successful

work. Uncle Archibald did not altogether

like knowing even of a person who was so

wholly outside of his keeping as ray father,

but he respected one who insisted upon pay-

ing so liberally aud so long in advance the

expenses to him of our family.

Now and then my father would break

upon us in person, with a box full of pres-

ents for us children
; upon that we could

count with certainty. Before you would

know it, there he was all over the house

and the place ;
not a negro there but heard

from him : "Well, my friend, I hope yon think

about your soul ;" aud as "Mars' Oglethorpe"

certainly thought about the body in always

leaving at least a picayune in the hand

which held its old worn felt hat while he

spoke, the advice was not forgotten.
" Ee-

inember, aunty, you must die some day.

Don't forget that Jesus d'ed for you : aunty,

try to love and serve him," was the whole

sermon
;
a high - colored handkerchief for

the head, or, if the terrible truth must be

told, a good bit of tobacco, being the bene-

diction after sermon.
" You are exactly like a sailor home from

sea," my mother would say ;

"
besides, you

spoil the people so : you ought to have ask-

ed me first. Just now you gave Maria a

silver half-dollar for waiting upon me, and

Brother Archibald was compelled to take the

cowhide to her only yesterday !"

"But it did no good to talk to Mr. Quar-

termau," as my mother had said a thousand

times, so genial he was, so overflowing with

absolute health, so full of belief in every

body.
" The only thing I do not like in my broth-

er Archibald," I heard him say to my moth-

er one day,
"
is that he never gives my chil-

dren any presents." A grievous fault in the

eyes of one who would not pass, if he could

help it, even a dog without giving him some-

thing.
"
Now, I will tell you, Agnes," he would

say at breakfast, during his brief sojourns

with us, to my mother, who, of course, kept
house for Uncle Archibald,

" what Archibald

here wants for his dinner. It is apple-dump-

lings."

For he had that weakness, my father
;
but

beyond a love, also, for his children, which

caused him to dwell too much when from

home upon their various aud remarkable

talents, I declare I can record no defect be-

sides. Possibly like him in inordinate affec-

tion, but I can not help it. Only yesterday

I found a soiled, exceedingly crumpled frag-

ment of newspaper which had been taken

from his pocket after his death, wretched

"poetry" of mine which some editor had

been foolish enough to print. I would like,

or rather would not like, to know to how

many persons he had read those poor lines

during his travels! How many fibs in the

way of polite commendation they must have
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caused, aud oil the part of the most pious

people.

He iusists on taking me with him in his

two-wheeled gig this last time he visits us

at the Hermitage. And, before I know it, I

am off with him. For he wearies of "the

idleness of his life " before he has been with

us a week. He cau not be happy unless he

preaches at least once a day, physically ca-

pable of preaching, and with ease and de-

light, three times a day the year around
;

so robust he is, and in highest spirits accord-

ing to the work he has to do. And what

a life it is for a boy of ten! His journey

as an evangelist lay this time through dense

forests among the swamps of Florida, now
and then running the wheel over an alli-

gator too lazy to get out of the way, our

sorrel horse remonstrating with lifted nose

aud ears, tail and hoof. It does not hurt the

reptile, and amuses vis. Once I am allowed

to get out and snap my whip at the eyes of

one of them, that I may see how much smart-

er it is than I can be with my whip in wink-

ing its eyes.
" God made it so, Carter," my father said,

showing me a pitcher-plant, which he had

gathered by the roadside as he spoke.
" See

how beautifully this lid fits upon the top,

how full it is of honeyed water for the birds.

It is our Father, my dear ;" but there was no

cant, no "
religion

"
even, in a formal sense,

in what he said. For no person was quite

so natural to him and near as the One of

whom he never ceased to think and speak,

aud yet in such a simple aud joyous way as

was without the least savor or suspicion of

having a sermon in it
;
the happiest man,

by far, I ever knew, aud because of his re-

ligion !

"Take the reins aud be very careful, Car-

ter," he would say of an afternoon, as we
drove through the close dark woods, and,

leaning against the side of the gig, he would

sleep like an infant while I drove. I always

managed our horse more carefully than him-

self. When he drove, buried in deep medi-

tation, the wheel, always on his side, would

strike a stump and over we would go ! Aud

very often. "We must have been passing

through the Indian Reservation those days,

for I remember a tall and solemn Indian

finding us in such plight, dismounting from

his ragged pony, hitching our horse to the

tire of the upturned wheel, pulling the vehi-

cle back, pocketing the silver dollar my fa-

ther gave him, and riding on with never a

word from his lips, nor a motion of his iron

countenance, from first to last.

Yes, that special upset took place the

very day my father had bought me my first

pony, Nubbin by name nubbin being, as

the unlearned reader should know, a stunt-

ed ear of corn. Forty dollars he paid for it

at a cabin where we staid that night. It

was from a woman, our hostess, yellow and

gaunt, that he purchased it. She persisted

in putting too nnich molasses in our coffee,

in spite of all we could do.

"
Oh, you are welcome to it !" she exclaim-

ed, adding yet another pewter table-spoonful

from the mug.
"

It's best 'lasses, made out-

er ripest water-miugins. Hearty welcome.

You think I've never been in the settle-

ments, an' don't know how ter be perlite,

but you're mistooken !"

And it was her politeness which made it

necessary, in return, for my father to buy
Nubbin after the subject had been broached.

Surely Columbus, when he first stood upon
the New World, was not prouder than I was

upon niy own, own pony ! Ihad secret doubts

but that it was only a toy pony at last, re-

lieved when I found it could trot, even gal-

lop. How hard he did trot ! It was almost

unendurable to keep up with the gig, but I

would have suffered any thing rather than

acknowledge it. And that squirrel leaps

back through the years upon me as I write !

Such a beauty, with its long gray tail and

black eyes ; ah, how bitterly I blamed my-
self when I opened the tin-bucket in which

we carried our lunch, and in which I had

placed it, and found it cold aud stiff next

morning ! And that other painful morning
must have been about that time, very pain-

ful! As thus:
" Carter ! my love as your father makes

it necessary," my father remarked, on the

occasion in questiou, causing me to dis-

mount, fastening both horses to a tree by

the roadside, and taking me off into the

woods. I wonder what it was for wonder

greatly, because it was a very severe whip-

ping, my father was so healthful and vigor-

ous and exceedingly earnest in all he did !
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Besides, he should have remembered that

the hard trotting of Nubbin, before and aft-

er, made the location of the stripes a matter

to have been more fully considered !

I have not the least doubt but that I de-

served it
;
but why is it the material part

remembers so very clearly, while the moral

nature has forgotten so utterly, the misdo-

ing which caused it?

However, I never doubted my father,

thank Heaven ! We slept together as we

traveled; and every night, about midnight,

I suppose, I was aware of his getting softly

out of bed, and kneeling beside it in prayer.

His devotions were more to him than his

meals. Always before the sun set, so as not

to be too much fatigued, at midnight, at

morning, at noon, I doubt if a day passed

which did not find him regular as life itself

in his private prayer, but never with a view

to other than the One to whom he prayed.

I am but touching upon my father, and

that merely to explain all that followed in

reference to the rest of us. Let me not for-

get, however, one night in the woods. I

do not know what was his idea -to please

me, perhaps, possibly because his purse was

nmning low but he proposed, and I eager-

ly assented, that we should camp out one

tine night.

We had the remains of our dinner, and we

bought some corn and fodder for our horses,

and the gig -box full of sweet -potatoes.

Wheeling off to one side from the road as

evening fell, we soon had our horses tether-

ed to trees and eating, a roaring fire with

the potatoes roasting in the ashes, myself
not more full of boyish excitement as to our

Eobinson Crusoe experiment than my fa-

ther. I remember how our animals would

pause, their mouths full of fodder, to look at

us seated upon the gig-cushions placed on

the ground at the fire, as if they demanded,

"Why, what do you two mean by this ar-

rangement?" and then holding their noses

together in consultation before proceeding
with their supper.

" Poor Bunny dying for want of air in the

bucket is avenged upon us, Carter," said my
father.

I knew what he meant, for after our po-

tatoes we were both almost perishing for

water.

"I would give a silver dollar for a bucket

of water from the creek we passed a mile

back," my father said again. Of course I

knew it was a hint that I should mount
Nubbin and ride back, but I was afraid. I

did not go, and it hurts me to this hour!

What interested many thousands of the

best people living, and for many years then,

surely ought to interest us to-day. Imag-

ine, therefore, my father arrived at one of

the many churches which had applied for

his visit as an evangelist, and were eagerly

expecting him
;
a popular lecturer in these

times having no such constituency either

for numbers or for fervor as his. Most fre-

quently the field of his labor lay in some

city or village, the work and its results be-

ing the same as when in the country.

I remember most vividly our arriving, one

cold, drizzly day in spring, at a huge church

in the pine woods. It was the cathedral

church, so to speak, of all the region around.

Could any thing be more disheartening than

that vast edifice on that miserable day ?

Not more than twenty persons there, on ac-

count of the weather the leading members

who had urged my father to come and ev-

ery soul of these dismayed because of the

prospect, for it is an old, old church, deep

set in the well-worn grooves of many years.

Besides, if my father had only known it,

nine-tenths of the congregation were wea-

ried out with their pastor this tall, thin,

white-headed, care-worn minister, who wel-

comes Dr. Oglethorpe Quartermau, a power
in the very name of my father, as he enters

the door. The pastor introduces him to the

pillars of the church there assembled grave,

somewhat hard-featured men of all varieties

of the planter, and hardly one of them but

carries in his heart, alas ! like a dagger in its

sheath, some aversion or animosity of years

against some other member or officer of the

same church. They all shake hands heart-

ily with the long-expected minister, and

are all disappointed in him. " Can this be

the great Dr. Quartermau? Impossible!" is

the feeling of every man of them. They
had expected a person of large build, but of

grave and solemn power, too, in his whole

aspect ;
and here is a man, instead, unassum-

ing as a child, genial and rosy, and simple as

a boy. Besides, he refuses to go in the state-
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]y pulpit at all, takes his stand oil the plat-

form below, and, instead of the powerful

sermon they expected, groups them arouud

him as uear as possible, and, after brief sing-

iug and prayer, talks to them iu the most

natural way. Nor does he speak more than
[

half au hour. At first they are cruelly dis-

appointed, then interested, then deeply at-

tentive, then really touched. He asks the
j

pastor to give notice of the services to fol-

low, and, after the benediction, he somehow

has all present upon his own level of feeling,

child -like in this, that all are entirely at

home with each other, beginning to hope in

regard to the future ofthe "
protracted meet-

ing."

It is pouring down in torrents at the next

service, yet the attendance is doubled, as is

the interest. All the next day there is a

steady down -pour, but the congregation is

fourfold.

The interest so increased that there are

three services instead of two. It holds up
a little next day; the huge church is filled,

and by a multitude expecting to be influ-

enced for good. And to-day the visitor as-

cends the pulpit, takes a text, preaches a

regular sermon. It is upon a profound and

fundamental doctrine. He has no paper be-

fore him, and the people wonder at the close-

ness and clearness of his reasoning, never

imagining how often he has cast and recast

the whole so as to strike the understanding

most directly and forcibly. The attention

is almost painful in its intensity. In twen-

ty minutes every intellect there is as thor-

oughly convinced on the point as it is of any
statement in the multiplication-table. Then

the speaker applies himself to each individ-

ual present, and to the heart of each. His

earnestness fills, but never overflows, its

banks, in a rapid, affectionate, importunate

appeal to every one there present to decide,

and to decide then. The pastor of the

church weeps and breaks down as he at-

tempts to close with prayer, proving him-

self thereby the weaker man of the two
;
and

the evangelist, always scrupulously honor-

ing the pastor of the church in which he

labors, closes the service for him, in words

few and tender.

The service in the afternoon is even more

solemn. Once an aged officer of the church

weeps aloud, and the thrill of feeling which

ensues is hushed into silence as the preacher

pauses and holds up his controlling palm.
Nearer the close another person, by no means
officer or member of any church a hard-

ened old reprobate instead can not prevent
his purpose of a new life from breaking forth

in words. Instantly but quietly the hand

of the speaker is held up, and the audience

subside into a deeper feeling under the

words,
" The Lord is in his holy temple ;

let

all the earth keep silence before him !" Aft-

er that, even during periods of as deep feel-

ing as men and women ever know, not the

slightest confusion or exclamation inter-

rupts the services ; the weeping is general,

but very silent. The stillness is at times

so profound as to be awful, and it is God !

An inquiry-meeting follows for any who

may choose to remain after benediction, and

not a soul stirs from his seat.

" I am a stranger among you, as you all

know," my father said, coming down from

the pulpit, and standing on the platform be-

low
;

" nor has your pastor, any one in fact,

suggested that there is need of it
;
but if

there le any Christian man here who is al-

ienated from any other, if he wishes a bless-

ing on his church and himself, let him now
resolve to forgive and forget his quarrel, and

forever!"

He sits down. There is the silence of a

great expectation ; people glance furtively

at the war-horse of some feud of a genera-

tion as he sits upon a front seat on the left

of the rostrum, and then at Ms life-long an-

tagonist, the bronze - visaged planter upon
the left. Both sit with countenances cast

as in iron, interested in and more ashamed

and astonished at the inward relentings of

their own hearts than at any thing else.

Each is going over to himself the years of

peculiar and undeserved wrongs he has suf-

fered at the hands of his foe, and wondering
that the other can pretend to be a Christian

and not come and fall at his feet and ask

his forgiveness the foe most in the wr

rong

being most astounded at the hard-hearted-

ness of the other. Silence deep and preg-

nant ensues
;
for all recognize the fact that

the meeting has reached its crisis."' There is

a movement from the rear. Can it be pos-

sible ! General Peyton Rntledge, member of
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not changed

Congress, infidel, open and energetic scoff-

er at religion in general and at Dr. Ogle-

thorpe Quarterman in particular, as " all

humbug," is the man who walks steadily

down the long aisle, ascends the platform,

stands very erect, for he knows that he is

the Daniel Webster of all the country around,

in the estimation of his own party at least,

the possible President of the United States

some day. He stands upright, looks slow-

ly and carefully over the vast congregation,

and says, very deliberately, as when on the

floor of Congress :

" You all know me
;
know me well. I am

not at all excited, as you see. I have at-

tended these meetings to study the folly of

men. I know men. I have

my opinion of them. They are all fools,

consummate fools
;
but I have found out to-

day that I am of all fools the greatest. I

am not a baby, nor a woman. I do not have

a particle of feeling, not one particle. But

I solemnly declare to yon, till to-day, I never

knew there was such a person

The speaker stops for quite a time, and

holds himself down to the calmest of state-

ments.
" Never dreamed there was such a person

as"
He stops, compresses his lips, grows very

pale, begins again :

" Of course, I know there is a God
;
but I

declare to you I never knew that he is also

a man who died to save us. I never knew

there was such a person as Jesus

And the great, strong man breaks down,
for the first time in his life, in a passion of

weeping, and is compelled to sit down, the

entire audience melted with him into weep-

ing.

But there is a loud "Amen!" and people

look up and smile even through their tears.

The most hopeless of the life-long foes al-

luded to just now is on his feet.

"And I a disciple of Jesus, an officer of

this church," and he holds out, ttuable to

speak, mute hands toward his white-haired

antagonist, who has also risen. Rarely is

human feeling so stirred to its depths as

when those two meet in mutual embrace be-

fore all the people.

At the whispered suggestion ofmy father,

who remains completely master of himself,

the pastor of the church leads in prayer as

well as he can. For there is a singular

reachiug-out of hands all over the vast con-

gregation, over pews and down and across

long rows of intervening people ;
scores of

men and women are "making it up," to be

the warmest of friends hereafter, each one

astonished at the folly which deferred so

simple aud delicious a duty so long.

Another week follows of sermons twice a

day to overflowing houses doctrinal, argu-

mentative appeals to the heart through a

convinced understanding. Denominational

differences are wholly forgotten, and Chris-

tians of all sects work side by side. Weak
brethren make injudicious statements, but

the deep feeling is uninterrupted. The

crazy man of the neighborhood and what

neighborhood is without ? makes a violent

harangue, yet people laugh at what he says,

without halting even, in the current of

their new purpose. Low characters poor

white folks, generally set off packages of

fire -crackers under the very building dur-

ing sermon, bribed to do so. The preacher

pauses until the frightful uproar is ended,

and then proceeds, the power of the dis-

course deepened by such illustration of the

natural opposition of the human heart.

But Sabbath, the last day of the Evangel-
ist's labor, has come. The whole country

for miles around seems to be on the ground,

encircling the huge frame church in an out-

ermost ring of horses and vehicles of all

sorts, next of colored people eager to enjoy

the services, the innermost circle being that

of white people, filling the church and scat-

tered all around it outside, every window

and door being open ;
for the very blessing

of God rests -upon the assemblage in the

mildness and brightness of a perfect sum-

mer day, although it is still early spring.

The pine-trees sound through all their tops

in that music, weird aud soothing, which is

more like silence that can be heard than any

thing else. There is a calm, a sobriety, a

sweetness of serenity which at once exhila-

rates and subdues. Look at the pastor of

the church
;
his face glows with the glad-

ness of a new power, and the renewed love

of his people. No man in this world hap-

pier than he as he receives scores into his

church; for it is Communion Sabbath; ail
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afternoon service for the slaves, at which

many of them also are taken into the church.

There is no feeling as of spasm or even ten-

sion on the part of any. People feel rather

that they have got out of an unnatural con-

dition, are restored to a natural, child-like,

and lasting frame of mind and conduct, in

which it will be the easiest thing in the

world to continue a sense at once of pow-
er and peace never known before. There is

the overflowing hospitality of a "basket-

dinner," ten times the food required, even

by the vast multitude, for the Master is

there even in the matter of the loaves and

fishes.

The service is slowly closed at last, and

as against the protest of all present ;
and as

the sun sinks in cloudless beauty, the peo-

ple liugeringly, and with a thousand hand-

shakings, melt into the "
piny woods " and

are gone, bearing one Sabbath, at least, in

their hearts which will be remembered for-

ever.

Monday morning sees my father and my-
self on the road again, the preacher, greatly

refreshed by his weeks of labor, eager to be-

gin again in the field to be reached to-mor-

row night, hoping to be able to keep on for-

ever at the same rate.

Generations will pass, but no name more

fragrant than that of Dr. Oglethorpe Quar-

termau in the church he leaves behind.

Children are named after him, pastors take

a new lease of life, churches date a new era

from "the spring Dr. Quartermau was here,

you remember."

CHAPTER VI.

THE "
protracted meeting "just spoken of

is but one instance of very many during two

years of increasing labor on the part of my
father. Sometimes I went with him ofteu-

er, at least, than any other of the children,

for I was, undeservedly I am sure, some-

what a favorite with my father. The toils

spoken of did vast good to multitudes
;
the

benefit to our own family was less apparent,

and at this time a call is pressed upon the

now even more distinguished Dr. Quarter-

man to a church in the capital of the lead-

ing Southern State west of Virginia. It is

not the importunity of the church in that

city, rich and strong as it is, and of pre-em-

inent influence, which decides my father.

My mother had felt our homeless condition,

and the injury it did the children, too deep-

ly not to have influenced her husband at last,

as by the very silence of her sorrow.
" It is not our church alone, Dr. Quarter-

man," the leader of the committee who had

come to Virginia during one of my father's

brief visits to us there, remarked. " We
have the intellect of the State in the Legis-
lature which assembles annually in our city.

From our pulpit you will influence the whole

State, sir!" "And there is another induce-

ment," urged Mr. Patterson, this member of

the committee with whom, child as I was, I

had been most struck from the moment of his

arrival a small, thin-faced, stooping, eager

man, with quick eyes, thin lips, and scanty
beard thriving commission merchant, as I

afterward knew. " We know your love of

work, Dr. Quartermau, know the nature and

success of your labors. In addition to all

that has been said, we have one inducement

to offer that will delight you !" and he paused
in triumph, while Mr. Clemming and Colonel

Archer, the other committee-men, looked

with wonder at their shrewd chairman, not

knowing of what he spoke.
" We have already mentioned the parson-

age in addition to the salary, itselflarger
"

began one of the others.

" How little you brethren understand

Dr. Quarterman!" interrupted their leader.

" The chief inducement we can offer you
is"

" Well I" said my father, expectantly.

"Our penitentiary!" and my father's eyes

brightened as the man spoke.
" Our penitentiary, sir. Our noble peni-

tentiary ! You must hare heard of it, doc-

tor; never less than a thousand convicts:

just to think of it, one thousand of the most

desperately depraved wretches in existence!"
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" And do you think ?" my father began,

with an interest in the matter which he had

riot shown at all before.

"That you would be allowed access to

them ?" replied the other
;

"
certainly, sir,

most assuredly. As we have told you, Gov-

ernor Hone is a member of our church, and,

I think, you might be appointed chaplain,

in addition to your pastoral work."
" How many convicts did you say ?" asked

my father, with the eagerness of a child.

" Over one thousand, sir," replied the oth-

er, in triumph, "and fresh recruits brought
in by the county sheriffs almost every day. I

know your travels have extended over quite

a number of States, Dr. Quarterman ;
but I

think," added the speaker, with some pride,
" that we have in our institution the very

pick and choice of the rascality of half the

Union ! A noble field, sir! More thorough-

ly depraved and hopeless wretches you could

not desire. I mean "

"
Oh, I understand," my father said, eager-

ly. "I thank you for your kind opinion,

brethren, and will take your call into prayer-

ful consideration, and let you know. Be-

sid( he added,
"
I must consult my wife."

Con, his wife ? certainly ! But exactly

as a 3 'g man, madly in love with a maid-

en, couh s his next friend. The committee

knew that the matter was in all probability

settled, and the whole party went in to diu-

ner in the best of spirits.

How well I recall the remark made toward

the end of the repast, by the fat and hither-

to silent member of the committee of three,

Mr. Clemming his name !

" Pardon me, Mrs.

Quarterman, but you must allow me to say

it, I never tasted turkey, I never ate ham
before in my life equal to this ;" and I do be-

lieve there were tears in his eyes as he spoke.
"
Oh, you must thank Brother Archibald

for that," my mother said
;

" the poultry is

of his raising, the ham is of his own sugar-

curing."

"Ahem," said Uncle Archibald, in custody

of us all from the head of his table. "
Agnes

is correct. I give my entire mind to my
place, not neglecting an egg or a negro.

But Agnes understands cooking. It is a

trait of old Virginia. Wait, however, until

you have tasted her sweet-potato custard.

Ahem ! Arsis, remove the plates !"

"I do enjoy the clabber at breakfast,"

said my father, who had the appetite, keen

and hearty, of every man who is in perfect

health and always hard at work. " You will

see it in the morning, brethren, in pans two

feet broad, the cream as thick as your hand.

But, Agues, Brother Clemming will take a

little more of the custard."

And he did, Brother Clemming, the fat

committee-man. Very far we children were

from blaming him
;
the potato-custard in its

dish of earthenware as large as the clabber-

pans, browned on top, and delicious beyond

expression. Fat Mr. Clemming was mere-

ly just in the sentiments he expressed next

day to my mother, as he shook her hand in

parting :

"We will be happy, Mrs. Quarterman, al-

low me to say it, if we can have a pastor

who is so fortunate in his wife. You will"

and it was said with feeling
" be thor-

oughly appreciated among us."

My father held the promised consultation

with his wife. It was like that held with

her when he had resolved upon leaving their

former home
;
the assertion from the out-

set of his enthusiastic certainty, in this in-

stance, that St. Charles for so let us call

the city to which he was invited was the

very field for him, and then his entreaty

that she would not hesitate to suggest any

objections.
" My dear husband ! I am only too eager

to have a home of our own again," she re-

plied.
"
Besides, you know that you have

settled the whole matter already. You are

as eager about it as a boy," she added, smil-

ing.

"My way, my dear," he replied. "You

say I take a rose-colored view of things. A
great deal better do that than to look at all

things through blue spectacles. But here

are these special considerations in regard to

St. Charles ;" and he mentioned eagerly this,

that, and the other, as wonderful advan-

tages, not forgetting the penitentiary.

"You know we found Washington City a

peculiarly difficult field, my dear/' she vent-

ured to add, as the glow of his eagerness

began to slacken. " How often have you
said that, of all classes of men, politicians

were the very hardest to be moved by the

Gospel."
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" You are right, Agnes, right ! no doubt of of the State.

it," lie took her up with fresh energy.
" But

St. Charles is only the capital of a State.

Besides, there is a breadth of heart, a sim-

plicity of feeling, farther South not found in

Washington."
" I am willing, my dear husband," my

mother added, borne down by the urgency
which proved, as he went on, that it was

the very fact of the city being a capital

which had decided him. " You are so over-

flowing with hope," she continued, "that all

you approach glows with the same light. I

am entirely willing. But, O husbaud, let us

go there resolved, if it please God, to make

it our final home. It ruins the family, this

moving about!"

How happy my father was, the matter

thus settled, and how restless until it was

carried out ! Up at earliest dawu, in the

house, out of the house, making missionary

trips to the wretches of Wrexford, dropping
in at the negro-cabins upon all the aged and

sick he was so happy as to find there, a relig-

ious service somewhere every night in the

week, he kept the whole plantation, as well

as all the region around, stirred up as under

the blowing of some powerful wind from a

happier land. I am satisfied, however, that

Uncle Archibald, the moment we were all

gone, sat down in his chair, saying, if only
to himself,

"Ahem ! I love my sister Agues ;
I respect

Brother Quartermau. But I am heartily

glad it is all over."

And then, gold-headed cane in hand, sal-

lied forth to re-assert his awful supremacy,
so long and seriously impaired.

With winter we arrive at our home in St.

Charles. The old homestead in Virginia,
Uncle Archibald, Arsis, and all, begin to

melt from the memory, as the whole world
will melt some day, a sort of spectral digni-

ty as well as dimness, clothing, as it ever

does, even the meanest characters of the

past. We live in St. Charles, in a four-story
brick-house on the principal street, and ev-

ery friend there has told us, not without
awe:

" I suppose you have heard that it is Gov-
ernor Hercules Hone who lives in that large
house over the way our senator, you know,
in Congress, before he was made Governor

41

People all think he will one

day be President. He is a member of our

church."

Little my mother cares for governor or

monarch, until she has secured the proper

servants. As to Archibald, Habershaui, Vir-

ginia, Georgia, and myself, we are as happy
as mortals can well be here below, the day
we arrive.

"To think we are in our own home

own, own home !" Georgia says it, so much
like our father, in her overflowing enthusi-

asm
;
but all of us make chorus to her iii

our hearts as we go upstairs to the attic,

down-stairs into the deepest labyrinths of

the cellar, all over the back-yard, and so,

up and down, in and out of the uucarpeted

house all day, happiest of all that there is no

Uncle Archibald on the premises.

We sleep late the morning following our

arrival, for wre are very tired. I am the ex-

ception, for there is a ring at the bell about

day-break, and my mother, stealing into my
room on tiptoe, says,

"
Carter, dear, that must be the milk. Go

down
;
but don't wake any body else."

And I arouse from abysses of sluuib ad

obey, wondering why it is always I, i not

^t am
called upon. I shiver with cold I open

some other and older of the children

the door in the basement
;
but I am warm

enough the next moment, for, to my speech-
less astonishment, I find myself in the arms

of good Mrs. Brown, our blessed old house-

keeper before we went to Virginia.
" Hush ! not a word, Carter," she said,

rapidly taking off her things. "You creep

back and sleep until breakfast is ready, dear.

I dare say I can find the flour and the eggs."

I do go back, but it is only to dress my-
self without the least noise, and come down

again to find Mrs. Brown, with a good fire in

the cooking-stove, stirring batter for cakes,

as if our two years' separation were all a,

dream of last night.
" I told you when you left that I would

come as soon as we had a home, dear," she

replied to my eager questionings.
" You all

laughed at me, but, you see, here I am. I

had a good place with Colonel Jackson Jones

in the city, but Miss Virginia had told me
in a letter all about matters where is the

butter, Carter? and here I am. I have
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lived too many years with your father and

mother not to love you all, aud whom else

do I care for in the world? Don't make a

uoise where do we keep the knives and

forks F
As I opened the drawer to show her, I

noticed the very same old, old black Bible

" She fiuds what we call her sphere in

reading her Bible and doing her work," my
mother used to say to us,

" and she is more

contented than any one I ever knew before.

Ah, if we all were but as good as Mrs.

Brown!"

It must have been nine o'clock before Mrs.

YOU ALL LAUGHED AT ME, BUT, YOU SEE, HERE I AM.

lying on the kitchen-shelf, as it used to do

in our other home, as long as I can remem-

ber. Besides our household aud her Bible,

nothing else did Mrs. Brown care for in the

world. Had the walls about these been

adamant, she could not have been more en-

tirely inclosed therein, not a wish even ex-

tending without.

Brown allowed me to ring the bell, telling

me all that had happened meanwhile since

we had parted. At last my mother came

hastily down, wondering who rang a bell,

calling upon the boys, as she did so, to hur-

ry down to make a fire. It was as good as

gold to see her face as she opened the door.

There sat Mrs. Brown, breakfast hot on the
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table in the next room, Tier Bible in her lap,

and talking quietly to me as of old.

"
Ob, Mrs. Brown !" Not a word besides,

but what a volume of love in the tones, as

my mother, to her own astonishment as well

as to the great embarrassment of her old

servant, actually fell in her arms and kissed

her. You may believe I made the house ring

with my long-suppressed cries up the stairs.

"Oh pa, Mrs. Brown has come! Archy,

Habby, Mrs. Brown ! Virginia, Georgia, Mrs.

Brown ! Mrs. Brown !" and the whole house-

hold were in the room in a moment, sur-

rounding and pulling her about and kissing

her. I do believe my father even contem-

plated something of the sort, in his first im-

pulse, as he entered the room.
"
Nothing in the world, Carter, is sweeter

than loving and being loved," Mrs. Brown

explained to me at her leisure afterward
;

and all the least matters of the family

smoothly adjusted themselves around her,

like the iron filings around a magnet, every

thing cooking, washing, ^scrubbing, iron-

ing, and the like happening as serenely as

the processes of nature, for the word " law "

is only a different way of spelling love.

I am trying to hasten; toward more im-

portant matters, oiv^wdald speak at length

of our settling-down at last. I was the only

child who went to church with my father

and mother the first Sabbath. It was a

handsome church, although by no means

such a cathedral, to my eyes, as was our last

church in the great city. Mr. Clemming

gave my mother a cordial hand in the vesti-

bule : he could never forget his meals with

ns in Virginia.
" Glad to see you," he said, with unction,

as he conducted us to our pew.

My father was, of course, full of his ser-

nion, yet I know that even he could not but

be proud of my mother as we walked up the

aisle of the crowded edifice. Possibly Wash-

ington society, as well as that of our late

city home, may have had its influence; but

she had the genuine old Virginia culture

of person and manner which we all laugh
about so much these days. Certainly she

had the most beautiful carriage of her per-

son of any one I ever knew, besides a sort

of silent fascination as by charm of blood,

of ancestry

It is just what I feared when I began these

lines : that I would put too much of my idol-

atry of my mother in my narrative. Yet

you will certainly allow me to record the

fact that, as I sat beside her in our pew on

the occasion in question, I glowed with sat-

isfaction and pride in knowing how much

every body must be admiring my mother;
how proud they must be to have such a

pastor as my father up there, so broad and

fresh-colored and persuasive, but especially

to have such a pastor's wife ! I know that

little Habersham and Virginia were entire-

ly of niy opinion ;
the others of the family

never had as much to say on the subject.

For weeks on weeks after this, my mother

was in the parlors receiving calls, in the re-

pose of knowing that all things were mov-

ing down-stairs as smoothly as the stars, un-

der the management of Mrs. Brown. We
children had not yet started to school, and

I remember we were all in the room when

Governor Hercules Hone made, as our near-

est neighbor as well as a member of our

church, his first call. None of us were afraid

of the governor after the first ten miuutes.

How well people, especially of Washington

City and his own State, knew him ! Tall,

loose-jointed, angular, and awkward, except
when making a speech, and then his thought
made his very person eloquent. No need to

be told that he was a distinguished man.

Even the large mouth could not ruin the

effect of his clear eye and high, fair, open

brow, the whole aspect of the man being as

of one always the object of regard on the

part of multitudes, somewhat hollow-eyed,
and worn out by it as a cliff is by the wash

of unceasing seas. His wife, who accom-

panied him on his first call, was simply a

plain, home-like, honest little body, whom lie

had loved and married long before ho be-

came at all known. A lady who never went

to Washington, to whom her husband was

"Herky" as when they first loved, and who
cared very little for any thing outside of

him, as not the governor but simply her

husband, and for their children, a wild, spoil-

ed set, if report was true.

A singular liking sprung up between the

governor and rny mother from the very first.

I am satisfied he admired her more than

he did my father a sort of freemasonry as
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of old Washington society between the elo-

quent senator of yore and this Virginia dauie

for you never would have taken my moth-

er to be the wife of a minister, I ani com-

pelled to say, by any thing in her appear-

ance, I mean.
" Your eldest son, Archibald, has fine tal-

ent, madam," he said, as he and his silent

bit of a wife arose to leave, for I lingered in

the drawing-room beyond,
" if he can be con-

trolled to use it as he should fine talent.

He is only a year younger than our son Hor-

ace. I hope they will learn to like each

other. Your youngest, Carter, I think you
called him, is reliable a noble boy. I pride

myself, Mrs. Quartermau, on reading people

at a glance, and what I wanted to say was

that your sou Habersham

My mother must have colored, poor little

Habby was so diminutive, his hair such a

violent red in contrast with his pale face
;

we often feared, too, that he was even defi-

cient
;
at least I imagined that my mother

must have shown mortification from some-

thing in the tones of the governor as he

added, so clear and strong :

"They are all fine children. What was

to be expected" with a bow "of the chil-

dren of such parents ? But your sou Haber-

sham, madam, is really the most talented of

them all decidedly so. He may prove some-

what eccentric, but if he lives, you will see

that I have not studied human nature in

vain remarkable talent! Good-morning,
Mrs. Quarterrnan. We live right over the

way, and will be glad, Mrs. Hone and my-

self, to see the doctor and yourself! Often,

I hope !"

I do not know how the governor's opinion

of Habby became known in the family, since

I never spoke of it. Archibald was greatly

amused, and twitted Habby with it in his

scornful way, until our father had to stop it

with a severe rebuke. Georgia had one of

her moods of boyish fun and frolic at the

very idea, until she saw that poor little Hab-

by grew pale as death, instead of bursting

into tears at her treatment, upon which she

whirled over into a mood of affection and

tenderness for the boy which made him still

more angry. In some wifely way my moth-

er told her husband of the confirmation of

her own hope, not so boldly expressed. Any

way, my father, generally too full of his min-

istry to give us any but scant attention,

showed a sort of respect for his dwarf of a

boy that he certainly had not manifested

before. In some motherly way, too, I dare

say, at night, after he had gone to bed, or

some morning before he was up, she had

cautiously told Habby at least enough to

awaken a new hope within his bosom. None
of us could say in what it lay, yet there was
after this a quiet self-respect in the boy, a

gleam of happiness which we had never ob-

served before, coupled with an eagerness to

learn, which had to be firmly controlled lest

it should wreck what little there was of the

poor little mite of a body.

After all the congregation had called, my
mother entered upon the work of returning

visits as upon a business. She makes no

attempt ever to do so with her husband : he

moves too rapidly for her, for he has a vast

deal to do.

" To wait for any body and to walk slow-

ly are two things I never could do, Agues.

I like to have you move in slow curves and

spiral lines. It is more beautiful as well as

graceful ;
but we men have to go in straight

lines, direct to our object." And it is not

long before his grave yet glowing counte-

nance, cordial yet hurried manner, step quick

and eager, are known all over the city of St.

Charles.
"
Oh, if I could only remember faces and

names, but especially names!" he often said.

"I see in my congregation hundreds of per-

sons, am introduced to scores every day, and

I can not tell who has been introduced and

who has not. I fasten my eyes upon a new

face, and study it in connection with the

name, and say,
'

Now, surely I can remember

that you are Colonel Eichards, and not Major

Peters Colonel Eichards! Colonel Eich-

ards !' And yet I get it all mixed up, and

am sure to say Major Peters instead next

time. I have known so many thousands of

people. They pass under my eyes like coin
;

each is as like the other as are silver dollars ;

it takes me months to tell them apart!"

And I do believe my father made this trouble

also a matter of especial effort and prayer.

As to my mother, who slowly and steadily

made the round of her calls, never hesitating

an instant as to face or name, remembering
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accurately whether there were grandmoth- "Would you believe it, Agnes," my father

ers and children to be asked after or not in said at tea one evening,
" I asked Miss An-

each case
;
as also whether it was Mary or dersou the second time to-day after her chil-

Au-ustns who had measles; I am satisfied ! dreu
;
and I am almost certain I inquired

that she made at last the most favorable im-

pression upon the people, notwithstanding

the reserve peculiar to herself.

of Mrs. Parker yesterday, after her husband,
whom I buried, you know, the week after

mv arrival !"

CHAPTER VII.

THE three officers of the church who had

been to see us in Virginia Mr. Clemming,
Colonel Archer, and Mr. Patterson were the

leading men as well as officials of the church;

It was impossible for you not to like Mr.

Clemming. In his good-natured way he

would stop any of us whom he met on the

street, and give us a cordial shake with his

warm and somewhat pulpy hand, always

laughing; often dropping in upon us at din-

ner or at tea in the familiar style of the

South, causing us all to linger long at the

table in honor of the special ginger preserves

or Ocoogee limes, produced in reference to

his well-known partialities. And Colonel

Archer! It is almost a pity to know such a

man: you miss him, when separated from

him, all the rest of your life. He was a tall,

somewhat stoop -shouldered Keutuckian, in

his youth the only child of wealthy parents,

who had spoiled him. After being expelled

from a dozen colleges, he had become a law-

yer, fighting duels, editing partisan papers,

running for office his life one long and ex-

ceedingly varied "
spree." In accidental at-

tendance upon one of my father's protracted

meetings, far enough away from St. Charles,

he had been struck down like Paul on his

famous journey, aud he could never get over

his unspeakable astonishment at the Christ

of that first revelation. There was the sim-

plicity and wonder of a child whenever

Christ was in question ; my father never be-

ing able to interest him in the least degree
in any other part of religion beyond what
related directly to its Founder; all his re-

marks and prayers in prayer-meeting being
full of a freshness and force simply inimita-

ble upon that point, his whole life being in

perfect accordance therewith.

Mr. Patterson my mother never did like,

nor did any of us. It was he who decided

my father by casting the penitentiary into

the trembling scale on his visit to us in Vir-

ginia ;
aud he was always as shrewd, eager,

incisive, and insistent in every thing. No

man more eager than my father; but Mr. Pat-

terson had the eagerness of steel cold, glit-

tering, exceedingly sharp as compared with

the fountain-like gush of his pastor's enthu-

siasm, sparkling in the sunshine ever from

the inmost depths of his heart, but varying

this way and that with every breeze that

blew
;
that morning of the election, for in-

stance, not six mouths after we came.

"It is a matter of importance, Dr. Quar-

tei'mau, that you should vote," urged Mr.

Patterson, who had obtained admittance to

my father's study, he having determined not

to vote at all.

It seems that the special meaning of Mel-

chizedek is the theme of the sermon for next

Sabbath, and my father is unusually inter-

ested in the preparation of the same.

"A matter of vital importance, Dr. Quar-

ternian. Your people expect it of yon," con-

tinued Mr. Patterson, overruling his pastors

objections.

Now, not a soul in the church, except him-

self, who had some axe to grind, had ever

even thought of the pastor in that connec-

tion
;
but people, in their eagerness, often

imagine that every body else must be inter-

ested in what interests them.
" You ought to vote, you must vote, doc-

tor!" continued Mr. Patterson, a metallic

something iu his tones at which my father

winced. But it was so in regard to every

thing ;
the exact hour of service, the sort of

singing for exactly such an hour, the pre-
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else mode in which to conduct a funeral,

what ought to be done in reference to a

member under discipline, the accurate who

and where and when, and what and how,
were instant intuitions to Mr. Patterson-

sharp, clear, final as mathematics. There

were an energy and zeal and effective force

about it all which delighted my father at

first; but Mr. Patterson's intuitions were

so very prompt in reference to matters, the

largest and the least, that there was no time

allowed for even consideration on the part

of others. Fat Mr. Clemming laughed, and

was glad to be rid of any bother about the

sexton, and the organist, and all the rest.

Colouel Archer would only let out his long

legs a little farther, as he sat on the sofa in

the vestry, and say :

"
Oh, all these are small matters, gentle-

men. Glad Brother Patterson here takes

so much interest iu them. You know this

thing makes no difference, one way or the

other."

And, all along, the pastor was blaming
himself for a growing restiveuess under this

exceedingly efficient officer of the church.
" Talk of a captain sailing his ship," Mr.

Patterson's clerks would often remark among

themselves, in his commission warehouse
;

" if this concern isn't run by a captain, I'm

mistaken."

Yet the chorus of the crew in question al-

ways was :

" So he does, and it's hard on us. But

I'll tell you what it is, boys, that's the way
he makes it pay so well. Way I'm going to

do when I marry his daughter -bury the old

man, and boss it over you all myself."

The point at issue is whether a church can

always be run like a ship or a commission

business a question which each of us can

discuss elsewhere and at his leisure.

And Mr. Patterson carried his point, as he

generally did, that morning of the election,

the point in this case being Dr. Quarterman,

the end to which he carried him being the

polls.
" Not that, not that," the layman said, in

a sharp whisper, as he saw his pastor take

a ticket from one of the many eager hands

held out to them as they stood at the ballot-

box,
" this is our ticket this, this !" urging

one on him.

"Oh no, Brother Patterson, the other is

the one I vote," my father made whispered

reply.
"
I had considered it all before you

came. I ought to have told you, but was
so full of my sermon when you were iu my
study. And, now," depositing the obnox-

ious ticket,
" if you will excuse me, I must

hurry back." No child more innocent than

the minister as he bows and hastens back, to

blow up into fire again the sermon cooling

all this time, like an ember on his table
;
a

mere hurried whisper between the two, yet

whirlwinds blow very often in the seeming

zephyr of the lowest whisper! But all that

my father thinks of, as he winds his eager

way home again through the crowds gather-

ing to the polls is,
"
Now, again, about that

mystical Melchizedek
;
was it truly a The-

ophauy or not ? an anticipation of the lu-

caruation, or merely a parable ?"

For my life I can not recall what all the

excitement was about that day, nor, I dare

say, can any body else who was there, like

a spark above the roaring forge. All the

whisky-shops^around the polls were crowd-

ed, many temporary booths erected for the

purpose, in addition to the regular establish-

ments
;
not a cent to pay at any, the liquor

beiug at the expense of Brown and Peters,

the rival candidates. I had gone with my
father and his friend to the polls, had been

forgotten by him as he hurried home to his

sermon, and there I was, a straw upon the

seething swarms of men and boys, the ex-

citement deepening as the day wore away.

The negroes had no more to do with the

voting than with the movements of the stars,

yet all that could had come in from all the

plantations around, attracted by the heat of

the contest, as one is by a fire-place in winter.

Every man seemed at least excited by liquor,

all talking vehemently to each other as the

mass was swayed hither and thither, pay-

ing scant attention to the orators, who, ele-

vated on goods-boxes here and there above

the multitude, were discussing with plen-

tiful gesticulations the tremendous issues

involved. The most attentive audience en-

circled a particularly low, thick- set, bald-

headed, greasy old Autolycus of a peddler,

who had driven his cart, emblazoned with

flaming and infamous pictures, into the heart

of the vast crowd, and was singing obscene
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songs, but iii so hoarse and harsh a voice,

like a loathsome frog with its mouth full of

mud, that the people had to get very near

to make out the details of his dirty meaning.

I wish from my heart I could blot it from

my memory, but the face of the blessed sim

to-day is not more distinct to me, as I write,

than is the wagging of that wicked old head,

the rheumy leer of those lascivious old eyes,

the up-and-down movement of those wrink-

led old hands as the aged wretch croaked,

turning, by incessant movement on his heels,

from one side to the other as he did so
;
not

selling any thing, so far as I could see mere

enjoyment of his own wickeduess for the

wickedness' sake !

But I was heaved away with the current

first into one driuking-place and then into

another, the bar-tenders iu their shirt-sleeves,

the perspiration running down their red

faces, pouriug out the free liquor to the

crowd at the bar, and, over the heads of

these, to the throng cursing and struggling

behind. The air of iny room as I write is

full of the combined smell of the mint and

whisky of that hoiir! But there is another

rush, this time of boys, and I am swept, half

helpless, through the outer room of a mu-

latto barber into his long saloon behind, all

the walls covered with pictures of such a

sort that I instinctively cover my eyes with

my hands even as I write, and rush out

again. It would have been so easy for me
then to have said a word about it, say to

eager Mr. Patterson, and he would have

takeu such peculiar pleasure in having the

place despoiled, and the " free negro
" who

kept it whipped by the constable! What

boyish sense of honor kept me from reveal-

ing it all, I can not say.

But, hustled into the centre of the outer

multitude again, I find that the contest is

growing hotter and hotter. It sounds like

the fusilade of armies in full action. Earli-

er in the day there would be a shrill " Hur-

ra for Peters!" to be answered, and with

deliberation, some minutes later by
" Hur-

ra for Brown!" But the forces have closed

about the polls, and the "'Ra, Brown!"

"'Ra, Peters!" is unceasing and deafening.

By me, on my left, is a man with a drawn
bowie-knife in his hand, very cool and slow

of speech, as he tells what he paid for it,

how admirable its temper, how willing he

is very deliberately to
" Put this hyer knife into any one of them

Brown bugs, ef he comes foolin' about me.

'Ra, Peters !" this cry being thrown in with

a sudden violence wrhich strikes me like a

blow. At this moment a noble Newfound-

laud dog halts between the man and myself,

looking around in a dignified way, and sniff-

ing inquiringly for his master. Unfortu-

nately, the dog is black.

"You a dog, a nigger dog at that, an'

hustlin' me !" is the slow remark of the man,

and, with a downward plunge, the keen

blade is passed through the animal ! At

the same moment there is, for some unknown

reason, a sudden and universal yelling, the

rapid report of fire-arms, a violent upheav-
al of the multitude, and I am lifted up and

borne along by the flying mob in an agony
of excitement and curiosity out of the square

and down a side -alley, where, finding uiy

owu feet again, I get home as rapidly as I

can
; my chief motive in hurrying back be-

ing to astonish them all at home, especially

Virginia and Georgia, with a part, at least,

of the wonders I have seen.

Next day the excitement is utterly over,

coming and going like a tropical storm. A
niau had his face demolished by a brick

hurled by some one at the crowd on general

principles, but that is all.

" I deem it my duty to say that the whole

election was a disgrace to our city !" my fa-

ther said next Sabbath from the pulpit, with

more or less relevancy to his text. And ev-

ery inhabitant of the town agreed with him,

only (speaking of it as of a storm about the

date of the equinox) added generally,
"
Election-day, you know, and what could

be expected? How little these ministers

understand of human nature !"

The election is over and forgotten in a

more sudden event still. Here is David, our

"yellow boy" of old, on another visit fnun

Liberia ! He is accompanied by grass sacks

filled with dates, oranges, cocoa-nuts, and cu-

rious fruits never heard of before. As to the

sea-shells, Virginia and Georgia are in ec-

stasies over them ! But all of us looked at

David as the greatest curiosity of all. Oui

former slave was so short a time ago but " a

very likely boy, worth at least eight hundred
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dollars," as many a friend told my father

when lie gave him to himself on condition

that he went to Africa, and here he is again,

clothed in broadcloth and fine linen, with

mustache and pocket - handkerchief, and

purse having gold therein. He has also, as

he eats his meals upon the kitchen-dresser,

and talks to Mrs. Brown and the rest of us

while doing so, a something derived from

travel and study and personal responsibili-

ty, to say nothing of his genuine love for us,

which puzzled me extremely as I stood by

him, trying to calculate how much he would

bring in dollars now. I tell of him to all

my school-mates, saying, carelessly,
" We once owned him, and he is now some-

thing or other in the Liberiau Republic ;

president, perhaps : I n^er asked him !"

How strangely it happened, his standing

with us one day during his stay, by the

window, as the chain-gang passed ! Just at

that time there was a demand westward for

slaves, and the route of the great slave-trade

lay from the East through St. Charles, and,

our house being on the principal street,

sometimes hundreds a week passed along

the sidewalk by our very door, always held

together, like a long team of oxen, by chains.

And how we hated it! I remember my
mother, never out of the South in her life,

turning away from the sight, her hands

clasped, her eyes uplifted, saying something

as if in prayer. No one spoke of it but with

horror. There was a peculiar audacity, a

sort of brazen effrontery, in the aspect of

the blacks as they went by with a jaunty

and swinging gait which had to be seen to

be appreciated ;
it was the assumption, on

the part of the slaves, of defiant indifference,

not as against others so much as against the

inmost self of each man of them : however

blindly, every one of them protested in his

own soul against the thing as utterly as any
other looking on! And there stood our

David at the window, stroking his mustache

thoughtfully, and looking down upon them

as they passed, like a sailor who has reached

the summits of towering cliffs upon wrecked

companions drowning in the surge below.

"It is like that disgraceful election we
were just speaking of," the Hon. Hercules

Hone said, the day they passed, while David,

whom he had come over to talk with, was

with us. "There is no animal living for

which we Southern people have a greater

loathing than for a slave-trader."

" If they would not sing so, governor,"

my mother said. "Why do they always

sing as they go by ?"

" To keep up their spirits, madam. The
traders give them tobacco and sugar to do

it. And so you prefer Africa, Mr. David ?"

said the governor, and that led the conversa-

tion off upon the great topic of the day, the

revolution going on in Texas.

"What I dread, Mrs. Quarterman," he

said, as he rose to take his leave ofmy moth-

er in the old ceremonious manner of their

Washington City days,
" what I most dread

is lest my boys should catch this Texas fe-

ver. It would break Mrs. Hone's heart, for

she cares more for her boys than she does

for me. There are a great many things in

this world, a great many things, my dear

Mrs. Quarterman, which we deeply deplore,

but can not help !"

My mother must have understood that he

spoke of slavery, for she added, as she ac-

companied him to the door, "That is what

Mr. Quarterman says, God is on the throne!

Good -day, sir, and please say to Mrs. Hone

how happy we will be to see her."

" And you like Mrs. President, as we call

her ?" the governor added, as he opened the

door.

"
Very much, indeed. I met her in Wash-

ington while her husband was President,"

my mother added. "What refined manners

she has !" and in saying that my mother un-

consciously defined the difference between

herself and Mrs. President, for, with Govern-

or Hone and all St. Charles, we will so style

her. The peculiar charm of my mother lay

in a grace and refinement as simple, natural,

and entirely her own as are its bloom and

fragrance to a flower. Mrs. President was

a stately brunette, who wore her exquisite

bearing and manner as she did her curls

clustered on either side of her head, her silks

and laces and diamonds. There was noth-

ing you could object to as artificial or insin-

cere, nor could you imagine the lady as be-

ing in her deepest seclusion other than when

in society, yet
" manner "

expressed it all
;

and my mother was to her as a duchess of

the oldest blood in comparison to the wife
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of a lord mayor ;
her grace, in this case, nev-

er, I am very sure, dreaming of such com-

parison.

,

" I am glad," my mother continued, sin-

cerely,
" I am glad she lives here

;
so glad

she attends my husband's church. A more

genuine lady I never knew," my mother con-

tinued, with warmth.
" I know another quite as much so," said

the governor, and he bowed with old-time

grace and formality, bowed with eyes and

inmost soul, so to speak, as well as with

his long and somewhat awkward body, and

Avithdrew. My mother's face fairly tingled

with color after he had closed the door, the

subtle pleasure of the compliment consist-

ing in the sincere respect with which it was

spoken.

"And why did I not say at least some-

thing," my mother blamed herself, "as to

his reaching the White House some day?
I will always be but a country girl, as my
mother used to tell me !" she added, sorrow-

fully.

As I look back I can see how my father

and mother supplemented each other in the

unity of their lives, like the exquisite work-

manship of a skilled artificer my father so

simple, single
- purposed, direct even to ab-

ruptness, headlong in his wonderful enthu-

siasm and devotion to his ministry ; my
mother so deliberate, accurate, full of all

graceful care for trifles.

But Governor Hone is right in dreading

the Texas fever. All the papers are full, at

the date of which I speak, of the gallant

struggles of the Texaus for their independ-

ence; nothing else is conversed about in

store and street, and at table. Young ladies

wear silver stars on their bosoms, and form

circles to sew for the soldiers gone or going.

And, all of a sudden, there is, one bright

morning, the roll of drums at the end of our

street, and here comes a regiment on its

march to the far-oif field of glory.

How we crowded to door and windows to

see them Virginia, Georgia, Archy, Habby,
and myself! Virginia has, as usual, little to

say, but Georgia is overflowing.
" Oh ! if I only had some roses, or at least

a pot of coifee, to give them, or a flag, or a

ham something!" she exclaims, in enthusi-

asm. "Just to think, they are marching all

the way, ten thousand miles off on foot, and

to fight and be killed, and all for freedom !

Oh, how I wish I had something!"
And we all shared her feeling as the drums

rolled louder and louder, and the men actu-

ally appeared in sight up street, all the boys
of St. Charles thronging the street with

them. But, alas for all romance, when they

came to pass along the pavement by our

very door ! It may have been the state of

their wardrobe, the total absence of funds

and flags and uniforms, but Falstaff never

had so woe-begoue a following. Ragged,

disreputable, dirty, every man of them ap-

parently more or less drunk, they seemed to

be the very sweepings and offal of the low-

est dens and cellars.

"Hello, fellars, Ijjk at them two gals!"

one of them shouted as they passed, carry-

ing a leaking old tea-pot iu his hand, the

hot and smoking contents of which were

streaming down his legs as he staggered

along.
" The taller is the prettiest," called out

another.

"Ah, but the short and fat one is the one

for me. Won't you give a poor soldier a

kiss, missy ?" exclaimed a white-headed, old,

red-faced reprobate, extending his ragged

arms toward Georgia as he passed.

A more sudden change we never saw, even

in Georgia, always liable to violent altera-

tions of mood.

"Loathsome wretches!" was all she could

say as she burst her way back into the

house, pushing us all into the hall in her

eagerness.
" I do hope the Mexicans will catch ev-

ery one of them !" she declaimed at tea-table

that evening.
" The negroes singing along

iu chain-gangs are perfect gentlemen in

comparison. Dirty wretches !" with a shud-

der.

"Ah, Miss Goosey, that is because they

said you were fat," said Archibald
;
for we

all knew that Georgia had a special horror

of just that charge.
" No such thing, sir ! Pretty soldiers, in-

deed! Besides, pa explained it all to us.

Texas belongs to Mexico. What did people

go there to live for, if they didn't want to

be under the Mexicans?" And thereupon

followed an eager discussion at the table, for
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our parents were out taking tea that even- Horace Hone needs is a little peach-tree

ing, upon the whole nature of the Texan

Revolution. Oh, if some one of us could but

have had the knowledge of Archibald's char-

acter which we now have ! But who could

have understood him then ?

Virginia, as well as Georgia, was violent

iu behalf of the Mexicans. Even little Hab-

by flashed up on the same side, as if from

his ashes. We had no idea how much the

poor little fellow had heard and read upon
tin nibject far more than any of us. His

pale face lighted up, and he spoke with an

eloquence that surprised us a subtle force

of genuine eloquence far more powerful than

the violence of Archibald, who grew more

and more excited in defense of the Texans,

hia dark eyes sparkling, striking his fist

upon the table till the plates jumped, and

Virginia and Mrs. Brown had to insist upon
our carrying the controversy up into the

sitting-room.

"Horace Hone, Governor Hone's oldest

boy, told me at school yesterday that he had

half a mind to go," Archibald said, at last.

"His father and mother won't let him,"

the girls said, in chorus.

" Let him ! What do you girls know, of

boys? Let him! If I wanted to go and

any body tried to keep me from going, they

would soon see !" replied the excited boy.

"Bah!" exclaimed Habby, with a scorn

beyond his years ;

"
you'd better try it !

Why, girls, you could not drive Archy to

Texas, even with a cowhide."

I was glad that our parents came in while

the strife was still raging, but I was sorry

after that they did. But who could have

understood Archy ?

" Nonsense !" decided my father, when the

case had been laid before him by us all at

once. " It is nearly eleven o'clock. What

tea," by which he meant the thorough ap-

plication of a switch.
" Let any boy of mine try it ! Hold your

tongue, Archibald, and go to bed instantly !

Let me never hear another word, sir, from

you on the subject !"

Astronomers say that, some day, by means

of vast crosses, circles, and triangles of fire,

we will be able, if the characters are miles

long, to communicate with the other planets.

May be so
;
but it is a pity any one of us is

often so utterly ignorant of what is going
on in the world of another's heart in reach

of our hand. Surely we ought to know
more of such a world when that other is

one's own child, the reproduction of one's

own self.

Archibald said nothing, and went to bed.

Nor was the subject alluded to for a week.

It must have been ten days after the Texan

soldiers passed, when Georgia burst into the

breakfast-room, exclaiming :

"
Oh, pa ! oh, ma ! Horace Hone has run

away ! Mrs. Hone's Mary was over to bor-

row some milk of Mrs. Brown, just now"

borrowing, let it be inserted here, being of

the very essence of neighborly conduct at

the South and among the most wealthy
" and says so. Isn't it dreadful ?"

" But why isn't Archy at breakfast ?" ask-

ed my father, at 'last, after we had talked

the matter over. "Georgia, go and call

him down. I wish to have prayers in half

an hour."

In a few minutes Georgia was down again,

weeping and exclaiming,

"Oh, pa! oh, ma! Archy is gone! He has

taken all his clothes, too ! I thought I heard

somebody stealing down -stairs last night.

He is gone gone with Horace Hone gone

to Texas !"



CHAPTER VIII.

No need of describing the grief and con-

fusion following in onr family upon the

knowledge that Archibald had fled, the ut-

teruess of our astonishment proving the ut-

terness of our ignorance of Archibald him-

self all these years, as well as later days.

My own feeling was one purely of deep in-

dignation that he could treat our mother so,

an indignation which, possibly, may color

all I will have to say of my brother here-

after. What I hated most was that selfish-

ness in him which forgot her in the gratifi-

cation of his own perverse whims.
" To think, too, of his treating father so !"

Georgia kept saying, too angry to cry until

nest day, when, in her changing mood, she

'wept and bewailed herself with even great-

er violence.

"What I dread most," little Habersham

said, "is his coming back!"

"Why, what can you mean, Habby?"
Virginia (who had been the only silent one

except myself) asked, with a kind of quiet

amazement.
" He went oifsuddenly, because he thought

so much of Texas and so little of us," Haber-

sham replied.
" See if he does not take as

sudden and violent a fancy to hate Texas and
love home. The more he is compelled by
things or people to stay in Texas, that much
the more will he be determined to come
back. Whatever other folks want him to

do is the very thing he always won't do.

Poor fellow !"

But we did not listen to him or to any
body else in the consternation of the hour.

The one person not thrown out by the dis-

aster was Mrs. Brown, who considered her

duty, under the circumstances, to lie in keep-

ing house that much the more exclusively

and silently and industriously; the excite-

ment of the hour causing her to revolve but

that much the more swiftly and steadily

within her own orbit. If ever individual

lived wholly within an appointed circle,

that woman was our Mrs. Brown.

"Be like your sister Virginia, my dear

boy," she said to me, in an interval of the

wild coming and going that followed. " She

hasn't said hardly one word, but how thought-
ful she is, trying to comfort your father and

mother, and keeping her sister quiet ! That

is the reason we all love her so."

In the first announcement we all knew
that Archibald must have gone off with

Horace Hone, and my father and mother had

hurried over immediately, meeting the gov-
ernor on his way to our house, and turning
him back that they might consult together
in his library.

"I would beg of you to go to her bed-

room, and try and talk to Mrs. Hone," the

husband said to my mother
;

" but I know
she is best left alone. She is crying so vio-

lently that no one can do any thing with

her until she has worn herself out. She is

but as the youngest of her chifdren where

they are concerned, and I am glad she is ex-

hausting herself by weeping; it will relieve

her. And now, Dr. Quarterman, what do

you think we had better do about our young
rascals ? Don't leave the room, Mrs. Quar-

terman. We will need your excellent sense."

"
Something should be done immediate-

ly," exclaimed my father, who was greatly

agitated.
" I will hire men to go. I will

take the stage myself. I will write instant-

ly to some one to supply my pulpit
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" Will you excuse me, doctor ?" the gov-

ernor said, not at all thrown out by things,

as cool as if nothing unusual had happened.

"When we met just now in the street, I was

merely stepping over to tell you not to trou-

ble yourself about the young scamps. I am
not very sorry. It shows spirit. Why, sir,

I ran away when I was about Horace's age,

ran away on a steamboat going down the

river, and tried my luck in New Orleans as

shop-boy, hotel-clerk, auctioneer, and a doz-

en things besides. For my part, I do not in-

tend to do any thing whatever, beyond mak-

ing believe, in order to soothe Sukey," by

which prosaic name the governor always

spoke of his very domestic wife. " Do them

both good to see the world : let them go. I

have spoiled Horace by letting him have too

much money. I assure you I am not going
to spoil him worse by leading him to sup-

pose lie is of enougb importance to be hunt-

ed up. No, sir !" and there was a good deal

of power in the matter-of-fact Avay the

statesman said it, standing upon the rug be-

fore his library fire, rubbing his great hands

together.
" Let Archy go. doctor

; madam,
let him go! Better take to Texas than to

drinking. Glad enough the young dog will

be to get back !"

Bat neither my father nor my mother took

this view of the conduct of the fugitives.

"No, sir!" exclaimed niy father, with his

usual energy; "I regard Archibald as if he

had fallen overboard at sea. So carefully

trained

"Then you should trust him to his training,

doctor," interrupted the governor.
" When

the prodigal son ran away, did his father

send after him ? Let your boy try the swine

and the husks a little. That will bring him

back to himself arid to you quicker than

any thing else."

At this moment, however, David, who was

still on his visit to us from Liberia, cauie

into the room.
" You will excuse me, gentlemen

" he

began.
"
Well, David, which way did they go ?

Suppose we have David to go after them,

governor," my father eagerly suggested.
"
I would do all I could gladly," David

replied ;

" but I am obliged to get to New
York in time for our packet to Liberia, and

they would not come back for me if I caught
them. Besides, I have learned something
which makes me more anxious to leave. I

do not know any thing about the boys. It

is about a matter more important I wanted

to speak."
" Bah ! I think I know what you mean,"

said the governor, suddenly straightening
himself up out of his laughing and listless

manner. "
Now, look here, boy," he added,

as when he was speaking to a negro on his

plantation; "it is just this. You make a

clean breast of it! Out with it! Tell ev-

ery thing you know. You had better !"

As he spoke, David drew a little nearer to

his old master, the instinct to seek protec-

tion from him wras so strong ;
but his eyes

remained fastened full on those of the one

who had just spoken, his yellow cheek grow-

ing whiter, and moistening his lips, grown

suddenly dry, while his breath came fast

and faster.

"
Why, Mr. Hone !" said my father, in sur-

prise,
" there is no use of threats. If David

knows about the boys, he will tell"

"We are not speakiug of them, doctor!"

the governor added, impatient almost to

rudeness. "Your boy here knows what I

mean ! Out with it, David, at once ! We
all know the law against free negroes

"

" I came here to tell enough to save yon

all, sir. I am a free man, sir, a member of

the Legislature in my own country. Your

threats are useless, sir. I find you know al-

ready more than I had supposed."
"
I can not say we know," added the one

addressed, evidently impressed by the calm

and respectful bearing of the other,
" but

we strongly suspect. Go on, my good fel-

low, but tell us all."

"I will not tell how I came to know, nor

will I betray any one," said David; "but I

will not allow all the horrible ! horri-

ble ! They all know how the State is

drained of men gone to Texas, drained of

arms, except what are in the arsenal here.

How such ideas get among them God only

knows. There is one man, the biggest,

blackest negro in St. Charles, and the great-

est fool"
"Colonel Archer's boy, Mike. I know,"

interrupted the governor.
" I gave no name, but, law ! Mars' Ogle-
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thorpe, you better look out !" said David, re-

verting in his strong excitement to the lau-

followed, the thoughts of all in the room be-

ing utterly distracted for the time from the

guage of years ago.
" I'm a-gwine away. I runaway youths. That afternoon David

mean," collecting himself by a sudden effort,

" that I am going to New York. You don't

need me. I don't know how, don't know

when, but I do know it begins here in St.

Charles, an' mighty soon."

left, seriously embarrassed in his leave-tak-

ing by an enormous package of lunch, given

him by Mrs. Brown, to last him to Liberia.

How warm the grasp of his hands ! how un-

speakable the affection of his eyes in part-

My father and mother, greatly perplexed ing !

at first, had come before this to understand
'

"And, at last, it is like the love of a New-

without explanation what was meant.
'

fouudlaud dog, a very intelligent dog, of

" I have been dreading something of the course," said Habersham, who was always

kind for a mouth," my mother said. "We saying singular things. "He is so inferior

passed through it all once or twice before.

I doubt whether any one has spoken about

it, yet I feel sure every soul of us has had

the same vague fear."

"It is like the approach of yellow fever

to us, you know," he added. " He loves us

something in the way we love God, but I

hope God don't love us with the kind of af-

fection we have for him !"

We all agreed with our brother, although

in New Orleans, madam, or of an electric in-
;

we did not say so. Now that Archibald

flueuce denoting the approach of a storm, was gone, Habersham, though much smaller

No one has spoken to me, nor have I alluded than myself, who was years younger, being

before, in the hearing of any one, to the sub- the latest born of all, had become the eldest

ject," the governor continued
;

" but the brother. We all saw that he felt it, strug-

morneut your boy began to speak, in fact gled to assume it. But, then, he was so

before he said a word, I saw it in his face, very, very small, his hair so brilliantly red,

Out with it, David. I am sure you have his pinched face so deadly pale. There was

too much white blood in your veins to al-

low such horrors to take place. Besides,

you are sensible enough to know how it

a species, if I may so speak, of ferocity in

the way with which he attacked his studies,

springing upon his text-books, and clutch-

will end!" And the governor arose as he ing them to himself as with the teeth and

spoke.
j

claws of a wild cat desperate with hunger
"
Yes, sir," replied David, leaning forward if I my use such an illustration far enough

upon his knuckles rested on the green cloth ahead of us all in every one of them. He
of the governor's table

;

" but please remem- read novels, poetry, history, in the intervals

ber it is all nothing but the same yellow-fe- of study, with the same fierce zest, not so

ver kind of feeling with them, too a sort of

gathering thundei'-storin, all at once in and

among them, and without any concert of ac-

tion on their part. So far as I know, they
have no special plan or date settled to begin,
no idea of what they -will do. The field-

hands are in it more than the house-servants,
of course. But, you know, sir, the house-

servants are always the worst when it does

begin, as well as the smartest. The great-
est fool of them all will make a break, and
all the rest will follow it up. That is all I

know, except little things. In Africa they
call it fetich, voudooisin, and I don't know
what, and it is the same here. Only be on

your guard, and it will all pass away like

the fever or thunder."

much for the pleasure of knowing.
"What you are trying to do, Habby,"

Archibald said to him only a few days before

he fled, "is to add a cubit to your stature.

No use, Habby; can't do it, no more than you
can make one hair white or black !" For any

thing more cruel could not have been said

even by Archy, who, in a careless way, had

the highest sense of his own talent as well

as good looks.

" You will see," was all the poor fellow re-

plied, but the deepening pallor of his face

and the compression of his thin lips, as he

spoke, meant more than the words spoken

scarcely above a whisper. I recall now how

I used to wake at dead midnight hearing

him walk to and fro in his little room next

But it is not necessary to detail all that to mine, for he always insisted upon having
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a room to himself, one reason, I do .believe,

lying in the fact that he would never have

a looking-glass in his room, but always made

his toilet I know not how he managed it

without. Our mother used to say, with

tears, that God only knew the agony of

body as well as of mind this speckled bird,

iugs of Providence, would always remain a

babe. To tell the whole truth, I do not

think that any one of our household fully

understood any other, even while we had

for each other more than the affection com-

mon to families. Extremely little do we
know of what is going on in Mercury, Mars,

YES, SIR, REPLIED DAVID, LEANING FORWARD.

so to speak, of our flock endured. Affec-

tionate as she was, I do not think eveu she

understood her afflicted boy. As for my fa-

ther, never knowing all his life any thing

but exuberant health and spirits, such a

powerful man in every sense, so full of oc-

cupation, I fear he never thought of Haber-

sham except as of a baby who, in the deal-

Neptune, and the rest of the planets; as

much, I dare say, as the people in them do

of earth
;
and almost as much ignorance of

each member thereof on the part of every

other exists in the solar system of every

household. Surely He who makes each of

us knows every one of us perfectly ;
and He

loves every single strangely different one of
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us because He knows that one, and knows

because He loves !

It could not have been a week after David

left when the fever and the storm reach-

ed a crisis. The common apprehension had

grown so deep and strong as to take the ut-

terance of universal conversation, when the

servants were out of hearing, about the

probabilities of an insurrection. Every one

said,
" What nonsense !" yet no one but was

influenced as by the universal infection of

fear. Possibly it was a something in the at-

mosphere inhaled by all bosoms, black and

white, for the panic culminated during a

tremendous tempest.

We had sat up that Friday night of No-

vember, talking about Archibald, as usual.

Letters had been written, messengers sent,

every thing had been done that could be

done, my father throwing all his energy into

the matter, but no clue as yet. We were so

worn out that we would gladly have slept

if we could. The tempest was too terrible
;

the wind roaring with a violence more fear-

ful than the pealing thunder or the inces-

sant lightning, the agony of impending dan-

ger from the blacks worst of all. No ap-

pointed sound in music was ever more ex-

pected than the sudden pealing at last, about

midnight, of, as if all at once, every bell in

St. Charles!

They certainly had risen this time ! We
had so often before been wrought slowly up

to the critical point and then disappointed,

that I think even Virginia and Georgia were

anxious, in a sense, that the negroes this

time would rise, that we might see what it

was like. I am satisfied our strongest feel-

ing was a fear lest we should be disappoint-

ed again.

"Oh, I do hope not!" exclaimed Georgia,

who in her hastily assumed clothing was

running around as if in eager preparation

for a picnic.
" When will they begin, Car-

ter ? What do you think they will do, Hab-

by ? Oh, is it not splendid ? Mrs. Brown

won't come out of the kitchen. She intends

to fight with the things she is most used

to handling her rolling-pin and irons and

mop-handle. Oh, pa ! I tell you what
; sup-

pose you stand on the front step and try

and preach a sermon to them when they

come. 'My text, dear brethren, may be found

in the five hundred and fiftieth Psalm:

Servants, obey your masters in the vLord.'

Wouldn't it be queer! Oh no! I tell you,

Virginia; you sit down at the piano, and

the moment they break in, you sing,
' Flow

gently, sweet Aftou, disturb not our dreams.'

I'll help you! Oh, pa! what is it? Please,

don't let them hurt us. Oh, Carter! Oh,

Habby !" and Georgia passed out of her wild

mirth into a paroxysm of terror, for all the

sky was suddenly bright with a great blaze.

" It is the arsenal, father," I said to him

as I stood beside him at the window, hatch-

et in hand, for, boy-like, I knew more about

St. Charles than he did.

" Do you not think it might be well, Ag-

ues," my father said, in a low voice, as the

bells rang fast and faster, to my mother

standing near him in her night-clothes,
" to

call them all into our bedroom here and

But he himself spokehave a prayer?"

doubtfully.

"No, my dear," she answered, promptly,
" I would not. It is only the negroes !" as

if she had been speaking of an incursion of

mosquitoes. Strange the degree in which

utmost terror was mingled with profouudest

contempt, and in us all.

" I think, pa, that their plan is to draw all

the men away from home to the fire, and

then attack the houses," I said
;
and I found

that he was thinking the same thing, as, in

fact, every body in St. Charles did, for the

city let the arsenal burn, those living nearest

contenting themselves with protecting their

own homes from the flames. And so the

flames ascended high and higher, the winds

roaring loud and louder
;
the paroxysm of

anxiety waiting, watching from every win-

dow, listening -keenly to every sound
;
the

heart of the whole city rolling, as with one

great wave of feeling, up to a certain cul-

pausing there a moment,

then breaking, so to speak, and passing away
in foam. Up to three o'clock of the stormy

morning ; but, as the clock struck the time

from my father's church-tower near-by, the

impending clouds fell all at once in a deluge

of rain. Then a dull, heavy sound, the red

glow hurled by the explosion of the powder

far up into the sky in a fountain of burning

beams and flying cinders
; Georgia, smitten

by it to the floor, with her hands alternate-

minating crest
;
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ly over her eyes and ears, too terrified to

exclaim or scream. For a few miuutes

thereafter the fiery glare down-town strug-

gled against the rain, then swiftly faded
;

and as the darkness resumed its sway, I

suppose there was not a soul in the city

that did not feel with Georgia, as she went

back to her room slowly and discontentedly,

exclaiming,
"
Oh, isn't it a shame ! To be so

sure of a rising and all, and nothing at last.

I never will believe in another rising as long

'as I live! It is too bad! If I was the ne-

groes, I would be ashamed of myself !"

And that is all. No city or village in the

South, no country neighborhood, but had,

during those years, from time to time, some

such panic, with one or two terrible excep-

tions followed by the same lack of all re-

sult. What degree of real danger was to

be apprehended was in every case unknown
;

unknown, possibly, by the blacks as well as

by the whites. As was said, the panic was

more like a sudden and mysterious malaria

in the air than any thing else, and as much

beyond all definite science.

My father preached, on the next Sabbath,

a powerful sermon on the prince of the pow-
er of the air, the application being that ev-

ery one present should beware of the adver-

sary in his own case
; for, with my father,

every sermon was as completely for the ap-

plication as are the helve and iron of a

sledge-hammer for the blow to be struck.

Some said arrows headed with flaming

tow had been shot into the arsenal through

a broken window
; others, that the negro

Mike had climbed up by the lightning-rod

and fired the building through a hole broken

in the roof; but to this hour St. Charles

knows as much and as little of the facts of

the case as the reader of this.

The next day being Saturday and holi-

day, all the boys in St. Charles were raking

the muskets, and bayonets, and pistols, and

swords out of the ashes of the arsenal, and

bearing them home in triumph Georgia,

and even our serene sister Virginia, deeply

interested in the quantity brought home by

Habby and myself.
" It will be so nice when the next rising

comes," said Georgia.
"
Only one is sure of

being disappointed. It's always so in this

world !"

Which remark was illustrated, when a

committee of' citizens (for St. Charles had

then no police in particular) appeared in our

back yard the next day, Sunday though it

was, as with every house in the city, and re-

claimed and bore off
1

our rusty treasures.

Although nothing was ever done to Col-

onel Archer's negro Mike, universal suspi-

cion rested upon him as the intended leader

of the proposed rising. He was a black of

unusual size, and of densest darkness in till

senses of the word. Little children there-

after shrieked and fled when they saw him

coming up the streets
;
the larger boys as-

sumed a bravado as he passed, trembling

under it all; while every one eyed him curi-

ously wherever he went. And he was nerv-

ously conscious of it not a baby girl in

the city a greater coward than Mike in open

day.

How singularly the heart works in the

bosom, too, of one like Mike, as genuine a ne-

gro as if he had never left Africa! The Sab-

bath afternoon following upon the burning
of the arsenal, an alarm ran through the city

that a young man universally known was

drowned while boating on the river. With

all the boys in town I hurried down to the

banks while the body was being dragged
for. As I stood upon a projecting point, I

noticed that Mike was standing beside me,

eagerly watching the dragging for the dead,

full of ejaculations at every incident. Sud-

denly the boat in which was seated Major

Hampton, my teacher in the school I attend-

ed, grappled something in the river bottom.

During the breathless expectation of all

who rushed to the spot, the body was slow-

ly drawn to the surface, the boat being some

dozen feet from land in very deep water.

As the sodden face was lifted to the surface,

the dark hair falling away from it, Mike,

standing beside me, backed himself with

violence against the crowd behind him, and

then, running to the edge, made the leap as

of a leopard upon the drowned man, striking

him loose from the grappling-irons, and hav-

ing to be drawn himself from the water

while drowning, as, like almost every negro

living, he was unable to swim. I did not

know which astonished me most, the sudden

oaths of Major Hampton, whom I had sup-

posed a devoted Christian, or the conduct
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of Mike. Arid who can tell ? Was it a nerv-

ous desire to reinstate himself iu the esti-

mation of men by his zeal for the drowned

man, or was it the blind impulse of mere ex-

citement?

But all is forgotten as the drowned man

was once more grappled beneath the mud-

dy water. In a moment he is drawn ashore,

stripped and rolled upon a barrel, face

downward, rubbed with -whisky, kneaded

in the stomach aud breast by Major Hamp-

ton, kueeling upon him for the purpose,

with his sleeves rolled up.
" Run for your life, Carter," he said to me,

"and get your parlor bellows!" aud I had

gone and come with it at a rate of speed

which left me almost as devoid of breath as

the man lying there so blue and cold. None

the less, the impulsive major, having knock-

ed out some teeth with the thole-pin of the

boat and inserted the nozzle, I toiled to in-

flate the lungs of the poor fellow, responsive

to the kneading of the major such strange

mixture of the terrible and the ludicrous in

it all.

" If it but please God," said the major, his

emotion now taking the form of frequent
aud fervent ejaculations. Up to my father's

arrival the major had been profane beyond

description, as well as lewd and intemper-

ate; and uowthat he had joined the church,

we all, my father especially, lived in an

agony of fear and of hope as to the result.

The drowned man never breathed agaiu,

and it is Major Hampton chiefly I have

reference to in mentioning this incident at

all.

" What kind of a prayer-meeting did you

have, my dear?" I have often heard my
mother ask my father Wednesday evenings,

on his return from that service, and as they

were disrobing in their room next my own
for bed, upon the nights of her absence from

meeting.
"
Well, Agues, the attendance was large ;

there seemed to be much feeling; but

then Here followed something like a

groan.
"
Major Hampton ! Ah yes, I suppose so."

My mother would be sure to complete the

sentence. " What a singular providence he



CHAPTER IX.

THE church had made good to their pas-

tor the promise of shrewd Mr. Patterson that

he should be chaplain of the penitentiary

of the State, located in the suburbs of St.

Charles, and I am satisfied that Goveruor

Hercules Houe did uot attach to his certifi-

cate of election as Governor of the State a

hundredth part of the value my father did

to the document by which he was put in

complete spiritual chai'ge of the thousand

crimiuals, more or less, composing his prison

parish. Whenever I possibly could, I ac-

companied my father on his visits to the

penitentiary. He took great pleasure in his

morning and evening ministrations at his

own church, but the happiness of his life

lay in that Sabbath-afternoon service at the

penitentiary: the institution was more to

him, in some senses, than his own household.

One reason I liked to go was that I was

sure to meet Colonel Tom Maxwell. It was

only on occasions of state that the colonel

part of the name was ever employed, the

vernacular usage being
" Tom Maxwell,"

" Colonel Tom," Old Tom." In fact, had

you known the person, you never could have

used the word "
Torn," even in calling by

that name your son or your horse, your dog
or your black boy, without awakening in

the mind of it would almost seem even

an animal so addressed as well as your own,
the idea of the tremendous Tom of whom I

speak to me, until I die, the typical and

representative Tom of the race !

"How are you, doctor?" and "Halloo, Car-

ter! that you?" would be his greeting at the

inner door of the penitentiary, as my father

and myself arrived at half-past two, to the

minute, of a Sabbath afternoon. " Glad to

see you. Come in." And he would give us

each the grip of a big hand as we entered,

for the colonel was of the huge Kentucky

mold, near seven feet high, and overbroad

in the shoulders even for that, his wide,
warm face beaming upon you like the sun

risen above the mountain range. You may
have seen a seaman in command of a steam-

ship, or a commauder-in-chief in full uni-

form on horseback at the head of his army,

possibly an autocrat upon his throne in im-

perial robes
;
but never did these men or any

other seem more adapted to their summits

of power than did the warden to his, the

only question being, was the penitentiary

made on purppse for the man, or the man
for the penitentiary ? Certainly you could

not conceive of them apart.

"All ready and waiting, doctor!'' the burly

host of the occasion would say, and it was

as if you had ascended the deck of a great

steamer, had entered the lines of an army,

had stepped beneath the sceptre of an em-

peror, so completely did the vast institution

of towering walls and stone buildings seem,

with its dense and peculiar population, un-

der the complete mastery of that one will,

no monarch quite so proud of his realm as

Colonel Tom of his. For artistic purposes, I

can imagine a very small warden ruling as

vigorously, and by very quiet means
;
but I

am compelled to speak of this Napoleon Bo-

naparte of my youth as he actually was;
and I was always glad to get under him of a

Sabbath afternoon, as one is glad to get out

into a fine day, or under the blowing at sea

of a good strong wind.
" You have your way of work," he would

say to my father, resting from his rapid walk
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Harket into the dark cell bell we all call

it, no light, and not enough air for one man,
let alone two and the major, who happen-
ed here, wanted to be shut up in the cell

with the man twenty-four hours, you know,
to talk to him talk !"

"
Major Hampton is not the only one of

my church who comes here to try and do

good?" asked rny father, who believed in

that person with all his heart, yet with his

brain did not believe in him at all.

" Oh yes, doctor, Mr. Patterson comes,"

the warden said, with some sarcasm in his

emphasis on the name. "And a sharp,

shrewd one he is, sharp as a steel trap, and

the convicts have enough of trap here with-

out him. We are good friends, Patterson

and I; but, doctor, do you think you know

Mr. Patterson ?" And the warden looked, as

it were, down from a height, and with the

manner of a father toward a child, in rela-

tion to the chaplain as he spoke.

"What do you mean? Certainly I do,"

my father replied, with that kind of appre-

hension in the very marrow of his bones, as

he spoke, which creeps through the mercury,

if one may say so, when a storm is coming.

"You do? then all right!" said the ward-

en. "
Yes,'Colouel Archer comes; he is a

gentleman. It reminds me of the way some

men believe in Andrew Jackson the way,

excuse me, parson, Colonel Archer believes

in Christ. To people in general," the col-

onel continued, "religion is a set of rules

and regulations, a kind of beautiful system

of things, you know," with a wave of his

hand as if speaking of the weather; "but to

Colonel Archer religion is nothing whatever

but one person, Jesus Christ, and the loving

and minding him. Singular idea! He be-

lieves in Jesus Christ, and in nothing else.

If the colonel could only get these rascals to

see it in that light ! They don't believe in

woman, doctor! That's the last thing, so

far as this world goes, that gives from under

them, like the plank from under a man's

feet when he is hung. It's not this woman

nor that woman, and a terrible time most

of them have had in that
;
but when a man

comes to feel sincerely as well as speak

about the sex as you would about a heap of

rotten apples, it's all up with that man. He
in earnest. One day we were putting Jock has lost his faith in every thing, hasn't the

in the chapel while the turnkeys were mus-

tering the prisoners,
" and I have mine ! No,

I thank you, doctor
;
I make it a rule never

to sit down while a prisoner can see me:

being on my feet is part of my system. I

have told you before, every rascal you will

see in this room this afternoon is here by

force of circumstances. His father was a

thief, his mother a harlot, his home a hell

that's what's the matter with him. Or his

father and mother were fools, and let him

have too much money. Worse, perhaps,

they were overstrict, and disgusted him into

doing what he did; force of some sort. Or

it was whisky, or woman, or starvation, or

some other bad companion stronger than the

man himself. Every soul of us is a straw,

and goes as the wind happens to blow : force,

doctor all the difference is in the degree

and direction of force. The lawyers are such

knaves, the juries are such fools, the judges

such soft-hearted old women all over the

State, that none but the very worst scoun-

drels get sentenced here. Chain and stone

wall and strong will are what hold them

here. All a matter of force, and of what

happens to be the strongest force."

"You have been reading books about

force, colonel," my father began, a strong

resemblance in certain points of build and

breadth and florid healthfulness between

the two men, with the mutual liking which

belongs thereto.

" Not a bit of it, doctor," replied the ward-

en
;

"
people don't write about the kick of

a mule. It's the sheer power of a man on

men, like a rider on a mustang that bucks

strength, or down you go! Just imagine

Major Hampton, will you ? warden of this

institution!" Colonel Tom continued, with

exceeding contempt. "Before the major

joined the church, I understood him well.

Since then I do not. He conies here and

wants to talk to the old convicts, as if they
were not the gray rats of the place, the

hardest ca.ses of all; wants to talk to the

sick, when, in ninety -nine cases out of a

hundred, they are shamming sick
;
wants to

be with the dying, when it's because they
.are all racked and worn out with wicked-

ness, in the delirium trernens of all manner
of cursedness, that they are dying. Oh, he's
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faculty of faith
;

it's gone, like his losing his

pocket-book, like losing his legs in battle

gone, and gone for good !"

All this took place in the chapel while we
waited for the prisoners to be unlocked from

their hundreds of cells and inarched in, my
father and myself resting on one of the hard

benches, the warden standing beside us, no

more needing to be seated or even capable

of sitting down, apparently, than a bronze

Washington on its pedestal.
"
Oh, as to Major Hampton," continued he,

"the man is wild and freaky, and full of

twists and turns, and jerks and jumps. He's

pitched into religion exactly as I have

known him to pitch into politics. He's too

fast and too hot. He talks to the men,

argues, pleads, weeps with them when he

has a chance, but they look at him without

understanding him at all
;
the more eager

he is, the less they understand it, you know ;

like a fellow standing on the shore and

watching the surf all in a foam of noise and

froth. ' Think of your mother,' he said to

Jock Harket, in for rape and murder; 'you
remember your mother, Jock ?'

'

Yes,' saul

Jock, his head all brass, like the top of an

old-fashioned andiron,
'
I ought to remember

her, always drunk and lamming me over the

head with her wash-board.' The major don't

get at the men, doctor ! Colonel Archer be-

lieves in Christ, but the major believes in

you, doctor ! It's Dr. Quarterman, Dr. Quar-

terinau all the time ;" and there is a broad

laugh over the warden's face. But he has

not an idea how the chaplain suffers from

Major Hampton : it is the major that ru-

ins every prayer -meeting, until Wednesday

night is like a quartan ague to my robust

father, so healthy a man too; but the major
is a sort of suffering which eludes all remedy.
At this moment the convicts began enter-

ing the doors of the chapel, each so much
like the other in his striped clothing, crop-

ped head, pallor of face, and furtiveuess of

eye peculiar to prisoners, that it seemed im-

possible to tell them apart ; merely a mass

of crime, the individual atoms as indistin-

guishable as are the molecules of malaria.
"
Slower, men !" says the warden, standing

his full height, broad and strong and whole-

some to see, with his clear, healthy counte-

nance, three revolvers on each side under

his blue army overcoat. "Lock-step, if it

is Sunday !"

" The law catches them, doctor," he pro-

ceeds aloud, the convicts no more to him

than the flowing beside him of a very mud-

dy Mississippi,
" and puts them in here like

steam in a boiler. I earn my salt, as I am a

force big enough, without starting a rivet,

to hold them. One hour, doctor. Muskets,
men !" and he takes his stand by the door, a

turnkey, musket in hand, at the end of each

of the long rows of men waiting in front

of their benches. The burly warden looks

carefully over the heads of his subjects, in

grave enjoyment of his empire. I am satis-

fied that shrewd Mr. Patterson had caught
from the warden, with whom he had exten-

sive dealings in business, the gratification he

had expressed to my father at the amount

of rascality in the penitentiary. Here were

convicts of all shades and grades of crime

and character. As their terms expire, their

keeper is compelled to let them go, it is true
;

but, then, he is always getting new subjects

in their place, every county in the State

steadily sending in its tribute, new and

peculiar types of wickedness added every

week. Frederick of Prussia took pleasure

in his regiment of giants picked from the

population of the world
;
but Colonel Tom

Maxwell has a higher satisfaction, something

more than mere stature, in this case. Here

are standing in rank, under his eye, the very

grenadiers of crime. He has the joy with

which one handles dualiue or uitro-glycerine,

the deep delight of strength in grapple with

strength, one man a match for a thousand.O i

The warden impresses his powerful person

upon the assembled mass, glancing at him

with furtive eyes and hands closing into

fists with the instinct of wild cats within

the leap of a lion, as he coolly and steadily

surveys the congregation. He is very de-

liberate about it, unwilling to cease from it.

He has quite a clear estimate of the might

of the rascality in the room
;
knows of the

plans for escape hatching at the instant in

the brains of the more cunning of the crim-

inals; conjectures schemes possibly more

subtle and dangerous, of which his spies will

tell him to-morrow.

As a general computes an enemy contrast-

ed with himself, so does Colonel Tom form
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accurate measurement of the terrible force

present, aiid of the counter-force in himself.

To him it is purely an affair of tons, pounds,

ounces
;

so much scouudrelism upon one

side, just so much power on the other side

to counteract ;
to the chamber of a revolver,

to a grain of powder upon his side, does he

balance force with force. He can and does

estimate, too, as one does the hidden steam

of a boiler, the exact amount and despera-

tion of will upon the side of the convicts

and of opposing will with him. All this he

understands, as of any matter of long ex-

perience with slate and pencil. The force

Dr. Quarterman can possibly bring to bear

he dimly acknowledges, but can not for the

life of him fully appreciate. He is in the

position of every philosopher before Newton

discovered gravitation. Colonel Tom knows

that there is a power indefinitely wider,

higher, mightier, sublimer than he either

uses or understands.

"I'll be hanged," he says to himself, as he

slowly surveys his flock ofexceedingly black

sheep,
" if I can come at this Gospel business

any more than a baby. But it's the law to

have a chaplain. And there is a something
in every scoundrel here which I can't get at

with a revolver any more than with a show-

er-bath. And it may be the parson's Gospel

is a sort of something which may lay hold

on the part of a fellow which lives after he

dies, and raises him beyond the stars jfor

what I know or care. But it doesn't hold

him here worth a cent. The instant a con-

vict begins shamming pious I see his game

through and through ; trying to get a par-

don, more likely leading a plot to break out.

But service lasts only an hour, sharp. Be-

sides, I'm here on the spot, and on my feet."

And so he thunders,
" Seats !"

The congregation subsides into a sitting

posture, Puritans to a man so far as their

closely cropped heads are concerned. Their

Napoleon abdicates to his Elba for an hour

of watchful repose, still standing on his feet,

and the sermon begins.

Now, a minister wholly unlike Colonel

Tom Maxwell would have made a pitiable

failure as chaplain, from very contrast with
the colonel. However vigorous in bone and

brain, a merely bookish man would have

seemed a visionary one, in comparison with

a warden so practical and sensible
;
would

have seemed so, not to all others there,

but and that would be the worst of all

to himself, too, a mere dealer in vaporous

sentiment; would have felt so even while

indignantly resisting the unworthy influ-

ence. Yet such a chaplain would have

fared better, in the estimation of convicts

and turnkeys, than one who was timid, dys-

peptic, nervous, liable to undue exaltations

aud depressions from temperament, or small

salary, or years of being snubbed by vestry

and choir. The broad and vigorous health

of the warden, the absolute confidence in

himself, and habitual assertion of himself,

on the part of Colonel Tom, would have had

the effect upon such a minister as the shin-

ing of the sun upon an ember on the hearth,

making it ashy, even if it did not put it out.

But the excellence of this father of mine

lay in the fact that he was no more bookish

than the colonel, and as much accustomed

as the other to mingle among men, although

not quite so closely nor with the same ex-

ceptional class.

What was better still, not even Colonel

Tom had a heartier digestion for beef in any

shape than did this chaplain for the tripe

which, if it must be said, was his favorite

article of breakfast fare. The colonel was

not half so fond of his pipe and whisky in

the seclusion of his home of an evening as

was this parson of his cigar and tumbler of

brown stout, from both of which, however,

he had rigidly abstained for years.

The warden laughed more loudly at n

good joke, but the other laughed more easily

and heartily. I was full of the glories of

Greece in those days, especially of the Olym-

pic games, and I used, when I ought to have

been listening to the sermon in the prison

chapel, to be matching my father, mixing

up the dates of things, as a Christian mar-

tyr in the arena against the colonel as a

ferocious gladiator of pagan proclivities;

and I am as confident this hour as I was

then that, running, or boxing, or wrestling,

or fighting with the spear or sword, my fa-

ther would have made a finish of the ward-

en in no time
; my reason being that, as a

Christian, my father had open connection

with the inexhaustible reserves of power
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outside himself, while this big pagan had

nothing to go upon beyond the supply in

his broad but speedily exhausted breast.

Yet, no man beyond the limits of our fam-

ily I liked quite so much as I did Colonel

Tom. I had such a passion for him that,

at times, I wished I was a convict an in-

nocent one, of course to be under his sway,

it seemed so positive and wholesome. Pa-

gan as he was, I liked him vastly better than

I did Major Hampton, although he was my
teacher

;
hated Mr. Patterson in comparison.

I said that the prison service began, but

I do not intend to preach here and over

again the sermon that followed. I do not

recall one syllable nor one specific thought

of my father's uttered on that or any other

occasion there. I doubt if any one else pres-

ent does, in comparison to the final effect,

at least.

First, there was a very familiar hymn, led

by my father, joined in by all the convicts,

in all the versions of the tune known by them
in their diversified localities in other days.

Very little Colonel Tom knew about church

music, but he disliked the singing; there

were the accents in it of revolt and riot,

a breaking over, vocally, of all wards and

walls, that resembled lack of discipline. It

was very bad when my father began his

chaplaincy, but by lifting his strong voice

and asserting himself more vigorously he

came more thoroughly up to the colonel's

idea of a warden, in this part of the service,

than any one had supposed possible; but it

was all male voices, harsh thunder at best,

the Gospel assurances in the words of the

hymns seeming to be rather from Sinai than

Calvary.

Nest, a prayer. It must have been the

result of his own close and continual habit

of prayer, for surely there is the mastership

of habit here as in all else; but from the

moment the chaplain said, "Let us pray,"

there was, at least, profound attention to

the end. When, on the stage, Hamlet be-

lieves with all his heart that .it is his father

whom he sees, all the audience believe it

too, and thrill in unison with him. Certain-

ly no one could hear this minister pray with-

out feeling that the speaker was addressing

a Person present, whom he believed in, fear-

ed, and loved far more than he did any oth-

er person living. I used to glance at Col-

onel Tom through the fingers over my eyes,

during the deep urgency of my father with

his Father, toward the close of a prayer, but

there stood the warden, erect and white-

eyed as a statue, conscious only ofthe beard-

ed rows, so to speak, of cropped heads be-

fore him.

Then followed the sermon. The general

effect was as if, with his elbow upon the

stand before him and leaning forward, in a

casual conversation he had said, "As you
are aware, my friend, two ones are two. As

you also know, twice two are four. Now,
we are all agreed that two fours make

eight, and consequently that two eights are

sixteen. That two sixteens make thirty-

two, that twice thirty-two are sixty-four, no

man of us denies. Hence is it that we are

cordially agreed that twice sixty -four are

one hundred and twenty -
eight, and that

twice that are two hundred and fifty-six.

Who of us, then, pretends to deny the five

hundred and twelve following as multiply-

ing that by two? nor dare you doubt the

one thousand and twenty-four following

upon the same process carried out in refer-

ence to the five hundred and twelve." Only

that his statements were religious, and not

mathematical, they were so perfectly brief,

clear, consecutive, and undeniable as to com-

pel the dullest as well as the worst there to

go with him up and up and into tremendous

consequences, yet consequences not less sure-

ly certain than the hundreds, thousands,

millions toward which the arithmetical path

would lead. The summit upon which the

speaker placed at last the vilest wretch

there was, and as upon rock, that the case

of every man of us is not how we stand with

men, but with our Maker, a sinful and undy-

ing creation with an eternal and holy God !

Not until the preacher had got every one

present to feel, if but for the instant, as cer-

tain of this as the preacher himself felt, did

he say a word of the one way to be at peace

with God by Jesus Christ. The certainty

of what they heard was the hold he had

upon them, a purely intellectual certainty ;

but the double certainty, urged afterward

and last, of salvation by Christ, lay in its

being made a heart certainty ;
the feeling

upon that awful height being as of an Al-
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pine traveler graspiug upon the very edge

of abyssmal destruction after the one Sav-

iour in clear sight and easy reach before

him. Then came rapid, beseeching entreaty,

as though the speaker were on his knees

at the feet of every convict, the urgent ap-

peal upon every man to lay hold upon Christ

there and then, and at peril of his life, -with-

out one instant's delay ! The breathless in-

tensity of interest in every man there, Col-

onel Tom included, lay in the fact that ev-

ery one was compelled to think more than

ever before in his whole life of himself. And

so, with a short prayer and a benediction,

accepted by all as from the very heart of

the chaplain, the service was over within

the hour.

Colonel Tom was too healthy a man to lie

about it, as well as too perceptive and prac-

tical : there was a power exerted upon the

men by every sermon which was but a vari-

ation upon that, though in ever-fresh variety

of thought and illustration, a power whol-

ly for good, a power immeasurably beyond

any thing lodged in chain, cartridge, mus-

cle, or even will. But the colonel had no

conscious intention of yielding himself a

prisoner thereto, when, at his request, we

took tea with him on oue occasion after

service, in his very comfortably furnished

rooms within the walls.

" This is Mrs. Maxwell, my wife," he said,

introducing us to a diminutive little lady in

ringlets,
" and these are our babies. Make

yourself at home. If you will excuse me "-

and he lies down at full length on the floor

of his parlor
" I feel tired of standing ;

al-

ways relax a little with these young rascals

of an evening."

Although my father was eager for a talk

on personal religion with the colonel, like a

sensible man he gave it up for the time. A
sturdy and dreadfully spoiled little Tom of

four years old was astride his father's breast,

two little maidens still younger accommo-

dating themselves on his long legs, feel-

ing in his pockets as he lay, the girls as

much the image of their mother as Tom was

of his father. As to Mrs. Maxwell, all ring-

lets and smiles and feminine affectations,

any body could know the colonel thought
her a beauty, by the number of pictures of

her in all attitudes on the table and over

the walls. My father made himself at home,

as he always did, although it was evident,

having his sermon for the night upon his

mind, that he was in a hurry to get away,

his special object in coming being defeated.

We did not stay long, and what struck me

most was this : the colonel lay at his length

upon the carpet so very comfortable, his

children so happy with him and he with

them, when
"
Tom, get up ! Supper !" said his kitten

of a wife, with a touch of her foot in his side.

What surprised me as a boy was the prompt-
ness with which he got up. Had I been so

big, I would have done nothing of the kind

until I had got ready.

"I suppose I must, Carrie!'' he said, but

arose instantly as he said it.

"Yes, Mr. Tom, you'd better!" exclaimed

the boy, clinging, crab-like, to his father's

breast as he arose. There was something
in the accents of little Tom, and in the in-

stant obedience of his big father, which

clashed, I knew not why, with my concep-

tion of the Napoleon of the penitentiary.

But we soon after went home, and I forgot

for the time all about it.



CHAPTER X.

day I opened the door of my father's

house and admitted Professor Diusinore, and

uot into our home alone, but into my entire

existence thereafter.

"Is Dr. Quarterman at home?" he asked,

and it was characteristic of him that he

laid his hand upon my head for it was I

who answered his ring as he spoke, but

as coldly and mechanically as if it were the

handle of a pump. I receded, and looked

at him as I said, "Yes, sir." Tall, lean, ash-

en as to face, iron-gray as to hair, clad in

black, with a white neckcloth, I knew at a

glance that he was a minister, and yet he

was nothing of the kind
;
knew so surely

that I would have sworn to it that he was

poor, whereas he was a wealthy, and a very

wealthy, man. I showed him upstairs into

my father's study, and he made his home,

highly honored by my father, with us for

several days. Cold as he was, austere, nev-

er smiling, thoroughly conscientious, that

grave professor infatuated my father as I

am confident a man of his own glowing and

impulsive temperament never could have

done. I heard him sum up his entire mis-

sion to my father lie never addressed him-

self to my mother, much less to any of the

rest of us at the tea-table the night before.

Having accomplished his mission, he left.

"I have studied the subject for many
years, sir, upon all sides. There can be no

flaw or defect, I am confident ;" and he spoke
in short, cold sentences. "

I have visited

every section of the State purposely. The

plantation, of which I have informed you, I

have bought. The necessary buildings are

now being erected of logs. The future struct-

ures will be frame. I have myself spent

one month in Paris purchasing the philo-

sophical apparatus. After due consideration,

I have selected Dr. Harrison, with whose rep-

utation you are familiar, as principal. The

enterprise begins next June, the first Mon-

day."

"What a noble enjoyment you must have

in being able not only to plan, but to carry

out, such a scheme ! My dear sir, I almost

envy you the happiness," exclaimed my fa-

ther, who was, I think, the more outspoken
in his enthusiasm in that he had not been

able to interest my mother in Professor Dins-

more and his hobby, as he had hoped.
" No

;
I deserve neither praise nor envy,"

Professor Diusmore made grave reply.
"
I

am getting to be an old- man. I must soon

die. Providence has blessed me with large

means. I have no child or near relative.

The school in question has been the thought
and purpose of my life. I am glad you con-

sent to give that which you have toward it.

I am glad, young sirs, that you will be en-

rolled among the earliest alumni of the Ar-

chimedean Institute."

This last remark was slowly addressed to

my brother Habersham and myself, seated

on the opposite side of the tea-table, and

we looked up with a wonder not unmixed

with terror, first at our father and then at

our mother.
"
Yes, yes, Agnes, it will be the very thing

for the boys; the very thing to make men
of them strong men, men in body as well

as in mind, for that is the glory of the sys-

tem. Carter here," continued my father,

filling up the chasm, so to speak, of aston-

ishment which followed upon the profess-

or's announcement, with his enthusiasm
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"Carter will be a Samson, aud Habersham lie continued. "Labor will make study a

will tbrive aud tower iuto a son of Auak!"
j deligbtful rest, and study will lend peculiar

and be added a good deal more. But my
motber sat silent, merely asking tbe pro-

fessor if bis cup was out. We boys knew

tbat tbe tbiug was decided
; but, somehow,

the silence of our mother was more impress-

F

zest to labor; hearty appetite will wait on

both. Tbe very thing, my dear, the very

thing!" But my mother was silent. Not

ungraciously so
;
no lady at the head of her

table could be more pleasant to a guest ;
but

\L

I HEARD HIM SUM UP HIS ENTIRE MISSION TO MY FATHER.

ive than all the glowing descriptions our

father "was giving of the life we boys would
lead at the Archimedean Institute, half in-

doors in diligent study, half out in tbe sun-

shine, and fresh air, and invigorating labor

of the field.

"
I was raised in the rice-fields and cotton-

patches of Georgia, and I know what I say,"

5

her own ideas in regard to the matter were

innate ideas, her instincts aud intuitions as

inseparable a part of herself as her hands and

her heart, while my father's views had been

poured into his receptive nature out of thfe

professor as physic is poured into a generous

goblet out of a phial.

"Mrs. Quartennan aud myself have con-
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versed upon the subject," added my father

at last. "As is natural to a mother, she hes-

itates at parting with her boys. The more

she thinks of it, the more she will become

reconciled."

And that was his mistake. Always good,

and impetuous only in varied modes of well-

doing, it was his very nature to change and

vary ;
but my mother never changed from

the outset she had her own idea. This prop-

osition of Professor Diusinore came upon

her, rebelling and protesting against it from,

as it were, before its first mention, and no

amount of explanation or argument had in-

fluence the slightest against the steady flow

of her intuition in opposition. It was part

of her beautiful nature, the soul of its stead-

iness and serenity. To all reasoning she

had in this, as in every affair coming up,

never a logical refutation to suggest, but

simply knew that she was right, as she in-

variably was, and held unswerving on her

way ;
but without a particle of collision

with her husband, even in word or gesture,

always yielding to his wishes, but never

changing from her original opinion.

"I declare, Agnes," I overheard my father

say to her that night after they had gone

into their own room, "I am astonished at

you ! After all that the professor and my-
self have made so perfectly clear to you, too.

You are as steady upon your axis as is the

globe, and all our arguments are no more

to you than the winds are to the revolving

earth, or the shadows of the clouds upon it

as it turns ;" for rny father was very full of

Dr. Chalmers's astronomical discourses just

then, at home as well as in the pulpit ;
but

he spoke playfully, the thing being settled

in his own mind.
" But I can not help it, my dear," she an-

swered, quietly ;

" I am as silent, too, as the

earth, if you please, on its axis. I can not

explain why I do not like it. I do not know,

except that I do dislike it heartily. I may
be all wrong. We will see !" This was, of

course, a mere sentence or two of the long

conversations they doubtless had on the sub-

ject before and after.

So, when Mrs. President drove up in her

carriage a day or two after, and the subject

of the Archimedean Institute came up in the

parlor between herself and my mother :
" If

you will kindly allow for my ignorance, my
dear Mrs. Quarterrnan," the visitor said, in

her pleasautest manner for, like all the

world besides, she sincerely liked my moth-

er " but I can not say I approve Professor

Dinsmore's ideas. He called on rue, and ex-

plained. I have not contributed," and she

arranged certain lace frills around her chin,

which, as a silent sort of boy, I used to think

were as essential to her existence as its gills

to a fish. The fact is, in view of the enor-

mous salary enjoyed by her husband when
alive and President, all agents seeking aid

made a point, when in St. Charles, of calling

upon her, "to pay my respects," each gener-

ally styled it.

" Dr. Qnarternian has gone over the plan

with Professor Dinsmore," my mother re-

plied, "and is delighted. He thinks it will

be the very thing for our boys !" But, as she

went on to say why, it was clear that, how-

ever gracefully worn, she had clothed her-

self in her husband's conclusions as she did

in her silks, she herself remaining the same

under all.

" And you have not heard " Mrs. Presi-

dent began as she arose to leave,
"
pardon

me"
"From Archibald? Not since his letter

saying he had reached Texas, and was de-

termined not to stay. Goveruor Hone told

you of it; our boys were together. You

may imagine, madam"- and my mother's

eyes filled with tears as she took her visit-

or's hand, no child simpler in her grief.

"I do, my dear Mrs. Quarterman, I do!

How sincerely I assure you I do!" her guest

made answer. And yet, why was it that

all her manner was a something apart from

herself, the very tears rising responsive to

my mother's in her eyes, as artificial as her

pearls ? She rolled away in her carriage ;

but to me, as, I dare say, a singular sort of

boy, she never seemed to alight upon the

earth
;
forever in some sort of carriage, in

parlor, or church, or wherever I, at least,

ever met her. And yet her manner fitted

her exquisitely, and no one could say that

she was affected.

But I am thinking and speaking just now
of Professor Dinsmore. So far as I know, a

better man never lived. A more unselfish

philanthropist never gave himself to the last
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energy of his nature, to the last cent of his

property, and all into the air, and for noth-

ing at all! There was a deep and glowing

heart in the cold and formal exterior of the

man, bursting from him in the Archimedean

Institute like a geyser from its Iceland snow,

to accomplish about as much good as does

that spasmodic gush of boiling water, and

to subside almost as suddenly. Would that

no miserable child, if the figure may be

pressed, had been scalded to death by the

overflow of that generous but mistaken pro-

fessor !

If Job was right in his maledictions, then

will I also curse the day when Habersham

and myself were born into the Archimedean

Institute, that dire event taking place some

months after the visit of the professor to us

there in St. Charles, Habersham being about

sixteen and I some three years younger, but

at least six years larger than he. As Pro-

fessor Dinsmore had said, a plantation had

been bought by him for his grand experi-

ment. To fit it for his purposes, two addi-

tional stories had been heaped upon a large

wooden building in the centre of the estate

which had been the home of the former own-

er, a number of frame cottages erected en

echelon around it, and a dozen double log-

cabins as students' rooms, with a chimney
common to both "pens," added to the negro

quarters several hundred yards from the cen-

tral building of all, upon the summit of

which swung the bell. When Habby and I

arrived it was in October, the Institute

having opened in June we found two hun-

dred boys on tho ground, for the idea of the

school was new, aud its author had been as

efficient in making it known as he had been

liberal with his means, the sole purpose of

his heart being to do good in the best way
he could imagine, only that the way he im-

agined had been so erected by him in his

very soul, so adorned with silver and gold,

and so steadily contemplated, that it had

grown into an idol excluding all besides. I

do believe the professor would gladly have

given at last his life to it, as he already had
all besides.

It was a week or two before my brother

and myself settled down into the special

"pen "of the double log-cabins assigned ns,

a room sixteen feet square, so " chinked aud

daubed," L e., filled in with blocks of wood
and mortar between the cracks of the post

oak logs, as to be very comfortable. We
had each a cot in his own corner, a looking-

glass on my side of the room, our trunks in

place of wardrobes pushed under each cot,

a tin pan for washing, with a coarse towel

hanging thereby, a closet on either side the

ample stone fire-place for our wood, and

that was all. The curse of the South, ac-

cording to Professor Diusmore, was that its

boys were raised in idleness, and he and we
were to revolutionize the South, aud possi-

bly Christendom, by initiating a Spartan

system of simple living three hours of

work afield in the afternoon, and three hours

devoted in the morning to study.

We liked it at first amazingly, Habby and

I, there being a faint flavor of Robinson Cru-

soe about rising at the sound, if not of a par-

rot, at least of the great bell every morning
at daylight, making our own fires from the

piue knots in our closets, huddling on our

clothes, and hurrying through the grass all

wet with dew to the hall in the centre, in

the great lecture-room of which, upon hard

benches around the*bare walls, we sat dur-

ing prayers. And surely the world has roll-

ed nearer to God since then, for the professor,

Herman Clark, is, it is to be hoped, a Chris-

tian impossible to these days.
"
Hanky

"

was his name among all the students, from

the fact that he never was seen without

a handkerchief in his hand a white-faced,

flaxen-haired, stoop-shouldered, easily blush-

ing, gentle
- voiced bachelor of forty - five

years, who knew Greek and Latin as well,

I dare say, as Aristotle aud Cicero, aud who
was as profoundly ignorant as they of the

century or people of the place in which he

lived.

It was he who hurried with us of a frosty

dawn into the hall, handkerchief in hand.

Mounted on the platform at the end of the

room, he called the roll, read a chapter from

the Bible by a flickering candle, and offered

a prayer. It was so dark down the long

room that, even if he had not been so near-

sighted, he could hardly have detected the

fact of near half the students being absent,

room-mates alternating in attendance to an-

swer for each other, any ambiguous friend

answering for both when both were away,
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and I think that this regular lying was the

beginning of all the disastrous immorality

which followed.

But how a man so enthusiastic in regard

to Greek and Latin as to inspire his classes

with positive energy and ambition could be

so utterly without a spark of soul in the re-

ligious services, I can account for not other-

wise than by supposing him to have lived

so exclusively in Greece and Rome as to re-

gard their very gods also as more genuine

than any other. A shivering, false-hearted,

miserable business was that morning serv-

ice, and the chapter and prayer, from the

lips of "
Hanky," were the coldest, falsest,

most wretched part of it all. No one, unless

it was Habby and myself, made even the

show of listening to either, shivering, whis-

pering, glad to get through the corpse-like

form, and be done.

But, ostrich-stomached as boys generally

are, I do not think we went to our refectory

to breakfast afterward, except from animal

instinct for food. Not in the Archimedean

Institute alone have heads of colleges been

altogether too much occupied with sublimer

matters to give a thought to the daily food

of their pupils. A coarse-grained, shock-

headed ex-overseer, Joab Fish by name, had

undertaken the boarding of the students per

contract and per capita, and it must have

been exceedingly low, his price. If any

body said grace, I do not recall it
; nothing

more vivid, however, to memory than the

dishes of fat bacon,
"
big hominy," cups of

coffee, hot and black and strong,
" corn dodg-

ers," plates of dark dough, smoking from the

oven and known as biscuits
; plenty of mo-

lasses in sticky pots up and down the table
;

enormous dishes of meat and vegetables be-

ing the variation upon all this which consti-

tuted dinner. I was built, as they used to

tell me at home, of oak, and could stand it.

But how poor little Habby survived is still

a mystery to me
;
for we had to go with the

multitude in the rush, also, of their eating,

every soul eager to be done and out of the

long, low shed-room which constituted our

refectory, if only to be from under the pres-

ence of our purveyor, who walked down the

long table, around the farther end up the

other side, and so down and around again in

slow procession trutil the meal was eaten.

An hour after breakfast was given to

sweeping iip the rooms and making up the

beds by such of the students as were com-

pelled or bribed to do so by their respective

room-mates, or who alternated with them in

the work, those free from this duty playing
ball or "shinny" until the nine-o'clock bell

sent all to their rooms for study. Eleven

o'clock saw every student rung into his reci-

tation-room in the main building, the higher
classes under the instruction of Professor

Harrison, of whom the originator of the

school had told us. No man living whom
I respect more than I did Professor Harri-

son. How could I help it, when I saw him,

the handsomest and most gentlemanly man
in face, carriage, bearing, in the very tones

of his voice, I ever knew ? Possibly his por-

trait is so framed in the coarse surroundings
of his situation as to exaggerate its contour

and coloring. There was a grace about him,

also, an affability, a feminine refinement,

which made the rudest student involunta-

rily lift his hat from his head when the

professor approached.

It had been, I believe, the fashionable

whim of the hour in the Southern sea-port

city from which he had come to us, to take

the batter-cakes at breakfast from the plate

with the fingers, and, from being once or

twice at his table, his hand was so beauti-

fully formed, the thing was done so grace-

fully, that a fork for the purpose seemed

barbarous to me. With his gold -headed

cane in his hand, his perfectly polished

boots, his white handkerchief, twenty years

in advance of his age in that, his natural yet

cultured manner and all, Professor Harrison

was the most stupendously ignorant indi-

vidual I ever knew. .

Not of belles-lettres, moral philosophy,

natural science, the languages, the usages

of society, nor of religion, he being a sincere

Christian. Perfectly adept in all besides, it

was of his students that he was inconceiva-

bly ignorant. Had he been stone-deaf and

born blind, I do not know how he could have

been more unacquainted with them than

he was. I am speaking but the sober fact

when I say that had the Archimedean Insti-

tute been located in the moon, for all prac-

tical ends he would have known as much

of its pupils as he actually did, being their
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principal. I have watched him presiding

at examinations and commencements in his

silk gown, have dined in company with a

score of the students on set occasions at his

hospitable table, have heard him deliver lect-

ures full of eloquence and poetry as well as

sterling information, have seen him in his

recitation-room in arms-length of eager and

deeply interested students as he expounded

some beauty of Homer or Virgil, or perform-

ed, with deft and dainty fingers, some cu-

rious experiment in chemistry, and all the

time as absolutely ignorant of the students

clustered about him as if they had been

dead and you will justify me directly-

damned centuries before. And if his were

not, possibly, but a specimen - the same

thing true in many another instance I

would say no more upon the subject.

When I looked over the students in my
slow, deliberate, silent, I fear ox-like, fashion,

after Habby and I first came, I was most

struck with the fair, laughing, almost beau-

tiful face of a boy of fourteen or so. The

brown hair clustered about the broad brow

and soft blue eyes of the little fellow in a

way I had seen before in the case of girls

alone. There were a plumpness and agility

about him, too
;
but all was forgotten in his

audacious mastery of almost all
;
a sort of

magnetic assurance, as of one who had seen

more of the world than all of us put togeth-

er, though so young.
" Did you notice that boy with the hair

all about his forehead?" Habersham asked

rue, as we were going to bed a few nights

after our arrival.

" Yes. His name," I eagerly replied,
"

is

Alonzo M'Callum. I found out all about

him. His father was I think he is to-day

a missionary to India. He was born there.

His father has sent him to America to be

educated. I want to become well acquaint-

ed with him. We will be friends, I know.

Did you ever see a boy
" and I launched

out into warmest praise of his person.
"
They tell me," I added,

" that he is the

smartest boy here knows every thing, is a

splendid speaker, writes poetry !"

It was not until I had got through that

Habby replied at last, and thoughtfully :

"
Carter, do you remember that picture

in pa's big Bible Dictionary which he gave

us abandoned it to destruction, as he call-

ed it the picture of the hooded snake of

India?"
" The cobra de capello," I said, for my

memory is all the talent I have.
" Yes

;
that's it, so venomous and beau-

tiful that no cure has ever been found

Habby continued, very seriously.
" But "what in the world ' I interrupt-

ed.

"I suppose I am like my mother," my
diminutive brother went on,

" but I get an

idea of a person from the moment I see him,

a clear, fixed idea. And I never change it,

because it is always true. And I tell you,

Carter, that Alouzo M'Callum, if that is his

name, is like that snake from India; and

Habby looked up at me with his small, sor-

rowful eyes, and added,
" He is a bad boy.

I don't know how, but he's the worst boy

here, and I am going to have nothing to do

with him. Nor am I going to let you, Car-

ter." Habby said this with his most serious

air, as my elder brother. Had any of the

strange boys been present, they would have

stared and laughed out at the idea of the

authority over me of a brother whose head

hardly reached my lower shirt -stud, and

whom I could have picked up and tossed

over the roof of our log-cabin almost
;
but

if any boy had laughed, I would have been

very apt to have "boxed his chops," as my
teacher in our former city home continually

styled that operation. I always deferred

to Habby, and, if possible, yielded to his

very decided views. Not so much because

he was my elder
;
to Archy, oldest of all of

us, I would not have submitted for half a

second
;
but my deference helped Habby to

believe, you see, that he was not so very

small at last.

"Nonsense, Habby," I replied, however.
" What notions you do get into your wise

head ! As father says, you are always too

intense. The boy's father is a missionary,

and you will find that he is as good as he is

good-looking. He has such an influence

over all because he is so good !"

Habby said nothing, and after our prayer

together, as we had promised our mother, we

went to bed. My brother's cot kept creak-

ing so all night, that I knew, which was

very often the case, that he was not sleep-
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"It's because those fellows have

been staring and laughing at him so," I said

to myself, lying as still as I could, that he

might not be disturbed by thinking I was

awake. " He feels badly. That's what

made him talk so about Alonzo M'Callum;"
but a wakeful uight I had of it. The fact

is, our coming to the institute had been like

storming a battery, my poor brother know-

ing from bitter experience the ridicule he

would excite, and I in my stolid way sym-

pathizing with him in the prospect ;
he had

endured such agonies of weeping over it

in his room of nights before we left St.

Charles, that I had feared there would be

nothing left of him to go to school with me.

Had it not been for Archy's flight, the in-

creased interest our parents had in our edu-

cation on that account, especially Professor

Diusmore's visit, my father would not have

persisted against the protest of his sensitive

sou and our mother. But, then, my father

always went with all his soul into whatever

it was
;
he cherished, too, some vague hope

for Habby, because of what Governor Hone
was often sayiug of the boy's talent. It

may have been our contractor's hot biscuits

also, but I was fighting for my brother the

night long. Toward ruouiug, I had in my
dreams arranged for him to go upon a pair

of stilts I made for him. But, somehow, he

had got his stilts curiously entangled among
the folds of a snake with Alonzo M'Callum's

head to it
;
and hastening to help him, the

bell for morning prayers clashed upon my
visions, and I woke up.

CHAPTER XL

THERE was a charm to Habersham and

myself, as to all the students at the Archi-

medean Institute, in the manual-labor part

of the system, for a while at least. There

was a subtle savor in it of stories we had

all read about shipwrecked sailors making
the desert island upon which they were cast

into a paradise by dint of hard work. We
missed the cocoa-nut- trees, the monkeys,
wild goats, and unexpected caverns, as well

as incursions of painted savages, dreadfully

and from the first. Besides, it was impossi-

ble to imagine Joab Fisk as the gallant cap-

tain of our wrecked crew. By no vigor,

even of boyish fancy, could we conceive of

that very coarse and shock - haired com-

mander saying to us cheerily, "Now, my
lads, here we are on this island. Avast

there ! lend a hand ! Heave away, and let

us make every thing ship-shape until a ves-

sel comes to rescue us !'
r

The contractor for our food, this Joab

Fisk, had contracted also for pur labor
;
ter-

ribly perplexed he was as the days glided

by, with the wholly unexpected measure of

the former, even more so of the latter. A
member of the Pariah Order of Poor Whites,

Joab Fisk's doom had been hitherto that

of an overseer in the South, for some unex-

plained but invariable cause the most de-

spised of all occupations a species of be-

ing not black enough to be a negro, but far

from being, so to speak, white enough to be

a master. As with all his class, the one

aspiration of his soul was to save money

enough to buy a negro. To own if it were

but one uegro boy, to call him " Mars' Joab,"

was the aim of his existence. But if it was

to be a "
likely boy," one thousand dollars

or thereabouts was essential, and, throwing
him out of all his calculations, he could nei-

ther feed nor work us as he had the negroes

of his former experiences. The blacks he

could compel; but if he tried compulsion

with us, there would be an explosion ruin-

ing all his hopes of gain. Almost all of tis,

too, belonged to the master class to whom
he had been used to submitting all his life.

He could not conceive even of treating us as

other than his superiors, and how was he to

make us work ? It was all devolved on him.

Neither Dr. Harrison nor Hanky ever enter-

ed our cotton-patch or had any thing what-

ever to do with it. With our mornings de-

voted to study, their duty began and end-

ed
; they never even alluded to the matter

except in certain phrases of chapel prayer,

which meant, to us, as little as the rest of
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the supplication, which was less than noth-

ing at all.

At two o'clock in the afternoon the bell

rang to work. There were penalties if a

student did not go afield
;
but no one want-

ed to stay away ;
it was fun alive to go. Be-

ing in the fall, it was the cotton - picking

season when Habby and I arrived. A spe-

cial exemption had been made for him be-

cause of his infirmity ;
but go he would,

and it was just like him. It is easy to im-

agine some two hundred boys, hardly a soul

of us "who had ever before regarded such

work as other than for negroes to do, going

to the cotton-house, about a mile from our

rooms, and, in the centre of the cotton-patch

of several hundred acres, yelling, tripping

each other up, snatching oft" and throwing

caps and hats away as we went. At the cot-

ton-house stood Joab Fisk, in an agony of

dull and helpless impatience for us to begin,

dealing out cotton baskets, made of white-

oak splints, each basket about two feet

broad, and two feet or so deep. Negro fash-

ion, we would put the empty baskets over

our heads, the rims resting upon our fore-

heads, and, so, troop-laughiug and blunder-

ing against each other to the field fence. I

couldn't blame the fellows for yelling with

laughter at Habby, for with his basket over

his head he would not let me carry it he

was quite extinguished, poor fellow, all bas-

ket, and mice-like feet beneath.

Beginning at the worm-fence, each boy
took two rows of cotton, about four feet

apart, working down the centre and picking

right and left as he went. I declare, there

is a downright craving in my hands, as I

write, to grasp once more the soft, pulpy
abundance of the cotton bursting from the

brown pods all down the long, long rows.

The worst of it was lifting and placing the

basket down and still down before you as it

got heavier and heavier
;
whether he was

older brother or not, that I insisted on do-

ing for Habby, who worked between the

rows next to me as his basket filled. This

soon left us behind our companions, for

which I was far from being sorry, although
I did, from beginning to end of our stay
there at school, and for Habby's sake, all

that I could, to be as popular as possible.

What nonsense it all was! Some of us

worked from love of the exercise
;
the fa-

thers of some had promised to give them all

they made
;
but very soon the clods of dirt

began to fly now and then an unripe cotton-

boll, green and hard as a walnut shouting
and singing going on the whole time. And
the imbecile agony of Joab Fisk now

perched on the rider of the worm -fence to

overlook us, now walking across the field

and down the rows, the object, wherever he

went, of clods and accurately aimed cotton-

bolls -was too great for words, had he dared

attempt them. He was like the celebrated

lawyer whose habit it was to handle a ruler

w7hile addressing his jury, and who broke

down and lost his case when his wily oppo-

nent had removed that implement from his

reach. Without his usual cowhide, Joab

Fisk was indeed a king without a sceptre ;

forever picking up and dropping again ev-

ery chance stick that lay in his way. But

I never knew him to remonstrate
;
the boys

knew too well and, more, he knew that

he was an overseer ! overseer !

"Why, M'Callum, what are you doing?"
I asked, during the first week of our work,

when, to my great pleasure, the missionary's

son happened to be picking cotton in the

row next me
; for, after gathering enough

cotton to make a layer, he was putting lumps
of black and waxy earth in, with about every
tenth handful of cotton.

"Don't you call this rich soil?" he asked,

in his innocent way, opening his blue eyes,

looking at me through his tangle of curls,

archly and full of fun.

"
Yes, as cream river bottom, you know,"

I replied ;

" but what then ?"

"Then I'm enriching the cotton. That's

the way I've seen the ryots do it in India,

when no one was watching. Old Fisk won't

find it out, you know ;" and there was a cool

ignorance of the existence even of any other

reason in the matter which astounded me.

His deceit seemed to be as much a part of

his nature as its coils and venom are to a

snake; and he was so simple, child-like, even

fascinating, in the softness of his eyes and

tones.

I am satisfied it was he who introduced

the first idea of such a thing among boys

generally too high-minded for that peculiar

sort of deception. Partly for the fun's sake,
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partly to outwit "old Fisk," chiefly from

the malarious contagion which lives in evil,

the custom became almost universal. After

three hours' picking, the moment announced

by a horn blown by the overseer at the cot-

ton-house, we shouldered our baskets and

marched to that point to be weighed. Some

of us made an honest effort to "tote" our

heavy baskets on our heads as did all ne-

groes in the land; but that we couldn't

stand, their inherent or acquired thickness

of skull giving them the advantage. Very

rapidly did Joab Fisk hook each basket to

the steelyard, weigh arid enter the same on

his greasy old book, for he had years of prac-

tice with the negroes. As each basket was

weighed it wras emptied out in a yawning
chasm opening into the floor "beneath, ready

for the gin ;
too much in a hurry to detect

the amount of the field which had gone

with the cotton. In the end, the balance

of weight must have been, after ginning, the

grand astonishment of Joab Fisk's existence.

"
I do believe, Carter," said Habersham to

me one day as we walked home from the

cotton -house,
"
that, except you and me,

every fellow on the field puts clods in his

pick!"

"Oh, well, that makes our baskets the

lighter to carry," I said, for in addition to

the full weight of my own upon one shoul-

der, I held the handle of Habby's on one side

as he walked beside me. I was so stout and

strong that he never knew how tough a job

it was, for I was careful to whistle or talk

as we walked, that he might see what a tri-

fle the additional burden was to me. And

it "was not brotherly love alone, the great-

er for his infirmity. In fact, at home, Vir-

ginia, Georgia, Mrs. Brown, all of us, had a

growing sense of there being something in

little Habby beyond what was possessed by

any of the rest of us a marked superiority

which would assert itself yet some day.
" It is like small - pox," Habby . added,

gravely.
" The way it spreads among the

fellows. I insist upon it, Carter, that you
never do any thing of the kind. It's a lie!

And it's mean !" he continued, with an inten-

sity of tone and of manner peculiar to him.

My brother was like a large man, body and

soul, crushed down by an inexplicable prov-

idence into a dwarf. An uuexpluiuable

providence, because the fact of his inherit-

ing his infirmity from his maiden aunt in-

forms one merely of the process by which ho

was so diminutive, and nothing beyond that.

Yes, Habby and the fact became more

striking every day held and condensed

and concentrated in his small self the heart

and soul of a giant. Therefore,
"
intensity

"

is the word which describes my brother

intensity.
"
Small-pox!" I exclaimed, "you are right.

But if the putting dirt into our pick of cot-

ton wras all the small-pox here, I would be

glad."
"
Why, what do you mean ?" my brother

said, looking sharply up at me with his pale

and there is no other word for it "peak-

ed " face. But, as he spoke, he blushed as

red as his own hair, and then became more

ashen than before. He did not press the

question, and I made no explanation. Al-

though secluded to ourselves by our own

thorough religious training, as well as by

Habby's infirmity, we were slowly coming

to know enough to fill us both with horror

and dismay.

And so the weeks and mouths rolled

round. The work gave us exercise enough,

and we gave ourselves to our studies in a

way which awakened the contempt of many
of our fellow-students, as well as the appro-

bation of our teachers. Owing to his weak

health, my brother had been before so de-

tained from study that, although much old-

er than myself, we began at the Institute

together in our studies. But you might as

well have harnessed a dray-horse beside a

full-blooded racer. Habby caught the pre-

cise idea of the study, whatever it was, from

the outset, and as if with our mother's in-

stant intuition, while I was puzzling with-

out getting into other than deeper puzzle

the more I strove to understand.

" It is amazing, Carter," Habby would say,

when we were together in our cabin over

our books
;

"
nothing can be clearer ! I have

gone over it with you so often. It is as

plain as day. Let us try it again. Look

here," and Habby towered beside me like a

giant while he explained the Latin, Greek,

algebra whatever it was.

" My skull feels six inches thick !" I would

say at last.
" I want to understand. I got



CARTER QUARTERMAN. 73

up before day, drenched myself all over with

the coldest water I could find, aud have

goue at it like mauling rails. The harder

I work, the less I know. It is the old

story !"

"What's the old story?" demanded Hab-

by. It was the old story of the adventures

of Jack the Giant-killer among ogres of

mighty stature. The dwarf was a genius,

and the giant always a blunder-headed fool
;

but I did not tell Habby so, and I merely

replied :

"A rabbit runs so fast while a greyhound
runs so much faster. Then, if the rabbit

has so much start, and the course is so many

feet, when will the dog catch the rabbit ?

The more I think of it, the less I understand !

The very trying to work the sum gives

me, it is a solemn fact, a curious crawling

pain

"In your head, Carter?" Habby asked,

with anxiety.
"
No, I wish it did. A queer sort of spasm

in the pit of my stomach!" And I was glad

I said it, Habby laughed so, a thing he very

rarely did
;
but it was a fact. What is

more, the same feeling comes back whenev-

er I try to grapple, to this day, with math-

ematics or metaphysics. Natural science I

like, apart from its calculations; languages,

too
;
but those twin children of the sphinx

I respectfully decline.

It is of my brother I am speaking, how-

ever. The class used to nudge each other,

at first, aud laugh when Hanky would pass

his handkerchief from one hand to the other

at Latin recitation, and say,
" Mr. Habersham Quarterman will read,"

aud all my blood tingled with Habby's as

he would stand up beside me amidst the tit-

ters of all and begin. After a month or so

there was nothing of the kind. There was,

instead, a peculiar intonation in the profess-

or's voice when he came to call my brother

up, as if it had been a pleasure long expect-

ed, a movement of respectful and even flat-

tering interest among the boys, a thrill of

pride in my own bosom when my brother

was called. Had the Greek or Latin been,

instead, the easy English of a First Reader,

Habby could not have read it more smooth-

ly. What bothered the rest to death was so

simple to him, that he did not seem to be

proud at all of mastering it. All the time he

read, Hanky would continually pass his hand-

kerchief from one hand to the other, a smile

upon his somewhat moon-like face, enjoying

it, in relief from the stupidity of the rest of

us, as only a scholar like our professor could.

The laugh now was when I got up to con-

strue, the contrast was so very great ;
but I

was glad from, my soul I was so stupid, since

it helped to make my brother aud the rest

forget all about his size.

It was better still when, after some months,
we came to recite in mathematics to Doc-

tor Harrison. Upon the rostrum on which

he sat was the dreaded blackboard, to which

the doctor would invite us in turn to demon-

strate those preposterous riddles, at least so

I think, in algebra and trigonometry. The

best of it all was when a dozen or so had

gone to the board, had chalked and wiped
out and entangled themselves until the spec-

tators were as glad to have them sit down

as they were to get to their seats.

"Mr. H. Quarterman!" said the doctor,

aud every soul there shared in the pride I

felt as Habby went, like a lion rather than

the mouse he was in body, up to the board,

and wiping it clean as high as he could

reach on tiptoe, drew and demonstrated

without pause or mistake, as if it were mere-

ly a question of two and two making four.

As I said, it seemed so easy to him that he

had no conceit in the matter; and being so

very small, he was a sort of pet among the

students. Not that lie had the least famil-

iarity from or with them, but that he was

always pointed out, when strangers visited

us, as the genius of the Archimedean Insti-

tute.

" Hanky or Harrison ? That little red-

headed mite has more in him than wagon-
loads of them !" was generally the summing-

up of matters.

Only upon one other occasion did they

have a laugh at my brother. We had been

at the Institute about a year when the first

public examination took place. Nobody
had any deep faith in the success of a school

resting half its weight and structure upon
manual labor, but all the country around

was at the speaking with which the exer-

cises closed. Our chapel was cavernous in

size at prayers of dark, cold mornings; but
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every thing in the way of decoration had

been done with flags and flowers and mot-

toes, and, with every seat crowded by the

elite of the region under the plentiful lamps,

and all of us exhilarated by the music of a

brass band from the nearest city, the effect

astonished the most sanguine among us.

Professor- Hanky was there, if I may be al-

lowed an impertinence which had almost

driven from every mind his true name, in a

new suit, handkerchief and all. Our princi-

pal, Doctor Harrison, towered aloft, gorgeous

to behold, in his academic robes; wonderful-

ly becoming them, too
; fully conscious, as

we wished he should be, of his high estate.

As I glanced over the array of gentleman-

ly planters, with their swarms of wives and

daughters, every woman there beautiful to

us, who had been so long secluded from fe-

male society, my heart beat high with pride

in our institution, until I looked over the

ranks of boys of the institution, seated, dress-

ed up to the last degree, upon their ranges
of side-seats, and then almost a sense of

nausea, as of one at sea, at the horrible false-

hood of things. The sudden contrast of

female beauty and purity smote me like a

blow. I noticed the mothers and daughters

looking at the students, and whispering and

smiling among themselves, admiring us, we
all felt, as being snch talented aud learned

youth, the hope aud pride of our State for

the future
; and, knowing what I did

But the speaking begins, for the band has

worn itself out on " Hail Columbia." Or-

dinary school-boy declamation by the first

eight or ten youths, and the audience had

begun to tire, especially as it had good-

naturedly lavished its applause somewhat

wastefully from the first. At last, and there

is quite a flutter among the ladies, "Alou-

zo M'Calluui "
is called by the principal. I

can see the boy now as he stands, so mod-

est, apparently, and smiling, and positively

charming upon the stage, witli blue eyes,

and clustering hair, and voice low and sweet,

as with the luscious ripeness of tropical suns.

That he was the son of a missionary sent

back around half the globe for his education,

added greatly to the interest. But how well

I understand the peculiar glancing of the

boys, among whom I sat, at each other, as

the speaker began, in a soft tone, some poet-

ry descriptive of the peace and purity of a

Christian home ! Nothing could be more

beautiful than the uplifting of his eyes, the

spreading -out, in appeal to heaven, of his

hands, the modulation of his child-like ac-

cents. We were prepared for his self-pos-

session. Singularly familiar, for one of his

age, in things of this world even more fa-

miliar, if possible, from his peculiar educa-

tion, with the affairs of heaven there was

nothing on earth or in heaven for which he

had the smallest reverence. That we boys
all knew of him, and long before this hour.

Not a mother there but, as he finished,

could have clasped him to her bosom with

tears of pride and aifection. Aud yet, not a

woman there, had she but known, iu the in-

stant of embrace, exactly who aud what the

boy was, but would have plucked him from

her bosom, and have hurled him with all the

fury of her woman's strength from her with

loathing beyond language. The horror to

me was, and is, that purity aud vilest im-

purity should be so close to each other with

impunity; that foulest impurity could cloak

itself so perfectly in the garb of the most

artless and child-like innocence.

There were tears as well as applause when
the boy came down from the stage, smiling
aud bowing, every girl there, I dare say, in

love with him. I was greatly exercised,

just then, about my brother. The princi-

pal had, quite cheerfully, excused me from

speaking. He had offered to excuse Habby.
Such was the respect he had for him, from

his standing as a scholar, that he concealed

his amazement when my brother declined

being excused.
" You have taken one hundred, my boy,"

Dr. Harrison said at the time. " You stand

perfect in our reports, the only student ap-

proaching it. You need not speak. You

are nervous
;
never spoke before, you tell

me. I would not "

But Habby spoke. We all knew there

would be a titter as he ascended the stage,

and it was so loud, the audience being taken

by surprise, that I blushed and shrunk down
into my boots till I felt much smaller than

the one erect and facing the crowd upon the

stage. The silence following the first move-

ment continued so long that I glanced fear-

fully up. I do not understand it. There is
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a magnetism iu sheer power, resident iu the

eye, commanding and controlling others be-

fore a word is spoken. Possibly the people

had heard something about his talent in

other directions; but there was silence in

some measure, possibly again of pity also,

for one so diminutive.

Haviug no eloquence myself, I do not

comprehend the matter. But my brother

was too thoroughly conscious of his own

power to doubt it, any more tban when be-

fore the blackboard or when reading Greek.

The speech of Autony over the body of

Csesar had beeu assigned him, and I won-

dered if the Hand, without which not even

a sparrow falls, had not ordered it that, on

the right of Habby, there happened to lie

on the stage a heap of overcoats, marvelous-

ly like a human body. At any rate, the

orator availed himself of it, pointing to it,

as he proceeded, as to murdered Csesar, dead

and draped from sight at his feet. For the

first time in the lives of many there, they

heard eloquence in the truest sense of the

word. The profound silence from the first

deliberate word, the breathless attention,

the thrill as evident through the audience

as the ripple running over a lake, the rivet-

ed eyes and parted lips of all as they list-

ened, the perfect mastery of himself and of

them on the part of the speaker, all proved

the despised dwarf an orator in the highest

sense of the term.

Dwarf! My brother towered into a son

of Auak as he stood. From that day my
love for him transformed itself into pride.

Thereafter, whenever he and I were thrown

together among strangers, iu the cars, or at

hotels, and along the streets, the glances and

smiles of people seeing Habby never dis-

turbed me. "
Oh, if you only knew," I said

to myself, with pity for their ignorance.

There was not much applause as he took

his seat
; people were too much surprised

at themselves and their own emotions, too.

No one present, however, but took for mat-

ter of course, as they did the date of the day,

that the speech they heard was the event

of the day, the speaker the pride and glory

of the institution, his very infirmity, curi-

ously enough, becoming part of the pride and

glory of the thing. I hardly said a word

about the matter to Habby; he never al-

luded to it to me. We both understood it

all too perfectly to use words. I exhausted

and satisfied myself by writing home.

Habby and I were hurrying away after

the speaking was over, when we saw a crip-

ple hobbling toward us from the departing

crowd.
"
It's Purity Baxter. Hold on, Habby,"

I said, as the poor fellow so named came to

our side with hand timidly stretched out. I

do not think either my brother or myself

was particularly pleased, although the home-

ly face of the boy was radiant as he simply

shook us both by the hand and turned away
without a word.

With the exception of Habersham and

myself, he was the one student who, so far

as we knew, stood firm amidst the freshet

of filth and all demoralization which was

sweeping the Institute to its doom. His

name was Baxter, and he stood fast in vir-

tue of standing, like Habby and myself,

apart from and as upon the banks of a foam-

ing torrent, which was bearing to ruin the

wreck and riffraff upon it. He was an or-

phan, very poor, exceedingly homely, who
had beeu cast into the Institute by an uncle

impatient to be rid of him, as one casts an

old shoe into a gutter : not that his uncle

knew of matters at our school as they real-

ly were any more than did our own parents.

From the outset of his arrival, the boy had

been struck by the existing state of things

with an astonishment from which he never

recovered, having, it seems, beeu carefully

instructed till the time of her death by
his mother, in their log -

cabin, somewhere

among the post oaks and sandy bottoms of

the State far away from the abodes of men.

You will see that I have not the smallest

intention of making a hero of this poor yel-

low-haired, sallow -visaged youth, since I

tell you that he was of the class of poor
whites

;
his copperas clothes, large hands,

and depreciating demeanor, left that out

of all question.
" Old Jeremiah Baxter,"

" Parson Baxter,"
" Saint Jerry," and, as the

most sarcastic of all, "Pure Baxter," were

some of the names by which the students

called him, having for him a contempt a

good deal heartier than if he had been a

dog of blood and breeding.

As no one would room with him, the poor
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fellow occupied a cabin all to himself. I

am heartily ashamed, of it to-day, but I sup-

pose we were like all boys, Habby and I, iu

having almost as little to do as the rest with

one who was so thoroughly aud unanimous-

ly despised, for boys are as destitute of sen-

timent as are crocodiles. It is beyond hu-

maii power to convince them that any oth-

er boy pretending to such a feeling is oth-

er than very ill or a hypocrite. At least,

heartily as Habby and I loathed the con-

duct of the students iu other respects, it

never occurred to us to blame them for the

contempt in which they held poor Baxter
"
Piety Baxter." It may have been a shame,

but it was a fact, that although we nev-

er were unkind to " the parson," we never

at all relished, my brother and myself, his

humble attempts to cling a little to us, and

repulsed him, I am sure, as effectually as

the rest, even while we respected and pitied

him in comparison.

I remember one midsummer afternoon.

Instead of being at work, as it should have

been, pulling fodder in the corn-field, the

entire Institute was bathing in a creek

which ran through a corner of its grounds.

The place iu question was the one place iu

which any body could bathe, the water hav-

ing hollowed out a basin for itself there

broad and deep, being, before entering and

after leaving this hole, a wide but very shal-

low stream. That afternoon, "Pure Bax-

ter," for that was his most common nick-

name, had pulled and bound his fodder up
and down the dusty rows as near to my
brother aud myself as he dared, keeping np
with us as well as his lame leg would allow,

until his work was done. Noticing that he

then climbed the rail-fence, and stole away

through the wood, along the banks of the

creek, Habby and I had the meanness to fol-

low and see what he was about, more be-

cause we had nothing to do than any thing

else, for the idea of bathing among the ob-

scene and uproarious multitude, shouting
and plunging about in the water, ducking
aud being ducked, was out of the question.

To say nothing else, we were certain to have

our clothes hidden while we were iu the wa-

ter, and to be compelled to steal to our room

after dark naked if we tried it. Creeping

cautiously along, we saw the poor fellow

trying to wash off the dust of his hard and

hot work as well as he could in a group of

brushes, where the creek was too shallow

almost for the bathing of a bird. One of his

legs was as straight aud as stiff as a post,

from white swelling, as Tie had told us, aud

we laughed at his desperate efforts to draw

on his stocking upon the foot of the rigid

leg after he was done. As soon as he had

dressed and carefully combed out his yellow

hair, we saw him kneel, as well as he could

for his stiff leg, against a post oak. The

shouts aud oaths and laughter of the mob
of boys above may have caused him to do

so; but it was pitiful to see his round, dull,

freckled face uplifted, praying aloud, but in

a low voice, while the tears flowed down his

cheeks.
" I thought he was always reading those

times," Habersliam said to me as we stole

away, heartily ashamed of ourselves. " So

did I," was my reply, for " Pure Baxter,"

like all of his grade everywhere, could not

read at all unless he read aloud, any more

than he could write without putting his

tongue out as he did so, moviug it witli ev-

ery motion of his laborious pen ;
and we had

often heard the dull monotone of his voice

in passing his cabin of nights, and laughed

to each other about his diligence in study;

so far, especially, as algebra was concerned, a

useless diligence ;
for if I could never work

out those perplexing equations, it was a

kind of miserable satisfaction to me that I

did far better, at least, than
" Pure Baxter."



CHAPTER XII.

MY brother and myself Lad been away
from Lome at tLe Archimedean Institute

about six mouths when Archibald, prodigal-

like, came back from Texas. And very hard

of digestion, indeed, had he found the Lusks

of that far country, in return for which he

had made himself so indigestible to his as-

sociates there that they had willingly yield-

ed to the influences brought to bear by Gov-

ernor Hone, and sent him back. As to Hor-

ace Hone escaping with him, my brother

had quarreled and parted with him ou the

way to Texas. Somehow, Horace had taken

an heroic part in the fifteen minutes' charge

upon the Mexicans which swept Santa

Anna from the field at San Jaciuto and se-

cured the independence of Mexico, by which

means the boy, for he was but a year old-

er than Archy, had secured to himself the

grant of lands, the glory, and the assurance

of whatever office he might wish from a

grateful people as long as he lived, all of

which my brother had managed to miss.

But little he or our family cared for that,

since he was safe at home once more, Hor-

ace Hone still remaining, with his father's

hearty consent, and against the weeping re-

monstrance of his mother, in the new re-

public.

Yes, Archibald was at home again. For

some weeks he remained indoors, until his

weariness as well as general raggedness
could be repaired. Georgia had gone into

raptures over him from the hour he enter-

ed abruptly at the back door, startling Mrs.

Brown from her perennial calm into a kind

of silent fury, in the preparation of the fat-

ted calf for the prodigal, which, in her es-

timation and Archy's, meant rice batter-

cakes, tender and browu beyond the dream

of cook or eater, before or since.

"
Oh, isn't Archy a hero !" Georgia said

to her sister.that night, when the new ar-

rival had been duly escorted to his bedroom,

petted, and kissed, and consoled, and for-

given to the utmost of his desire. "He is

bronzed like a veteran, straight as an In-

dian, so determined and independent. Of

course, I pity poor little Habby, and we all

believe in Carter in his way, you know, but

Archy is my hero. See how all the girls at

school will be making up to us, so that he

may be good friends with them. Oh, hasn't

he grown handsome, Jenny ?"

"I suppose so, Georgia," Virginia replied,

more quietly,
"
and, of course, I'm glad he

has come back. But, somehow, I wish he

had staid, like Horace Hone. When he had

gone into a thing, he ought to have stuck

to it !"

"Why, Virginia!" Georgia exclaims, "aft-

er you heard him tell last night how obsti-

nate Horace Hone was, and how his captain

wanted to make him do things! I'm glad

he had a will of his own glad he had the

spirit to leave them when they treated him

so."

"Mother doesn't say any thing, but I

know, in her heart, she thinks as I do," Vir-

ginia said.

"
Well, and pa and I think alike we al-

ways do," replied her impulsive sister. And
she was right. Archy had found his father

somewhat cold at first, but, as the son grew

eloquent in describing his sufferings, and

how right he had been in his plans against

the ignorance and mistake of every body
else in Texas, the father slowly relented,
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aud then became enthusiastic in reference

to one so promising in every respect as

this his eldest-born. After allowing Archy
a mouth or two of rest, my father, a hard

worker himself, went eagerly into the mat-

ter of settling his sou at some business for

life. The Archimedean Institute was reject-

ed by Archy with scorn
; prompt and posi-

tive, he would be a merchant. For special

reasons my father shrunk from getting him

iu with Mr. Patterson, commission merchant,

'but, ou second thoughts, it occurred to him

that Archy might be the very providence

needed to bring about a more perfect under-

standing with that officer of his church than

had existed for some time
;
and so with

shrewd Mr. Patterson was Archy placed.
" It is the very thing, Agnes," my father

said to my mother, with energy ;

" Mr. Pat-

terson is a strict business man is doing a

fine business. Archibald has more talent

than any son I have. Depend upon it, he

will succeed nobly. He has to make a be-

ginning, of course
;
but I would not be sur-

prised if Mr. Patterson took a strong fancy

to him. I do not mean become attached to

him
;
Mr. Patterson, you know, is not a per-

son of that sort; but grow to like Archibald

on account of his business value. It will

draw Mr. Patterson and our family closer to-

gether ; and, mark my words, Agues, I would

not be surprised if, in five years, Archibald

were taken into partnership with him !"

Alas! in less than five months my brother

had left his employer in disgust. I never

knew the details, but it threw the relations

between pastor and officer into a worse atti-

tude than before.

"Mr. Patterson says that Archibald is

admirably adapted to business," my father

explained, somewhat sadly, to my mother,

"that he is swift and accurate at figures,

writes a copper-plate hand
; but, but

" That Archibald is perverse," my mother

added for him :
"
perverse !"

"You know that Mr. Patterson, a most

excellent man in many respects, is himself

very opinionative. You can not tell, Agnes,"

continued my father,
" what pain and trou-

ble he gives us in church matters, he is so

set in his ideas about every thing, even the

least so inflexible and unyielding."
" I knew it, my dear, when he visited us

at my brother's there in Virginia," rny moth-

er replied,
" and you will remember my tell-

ing you of it. Those slight, wiry, dark-vis-

aged men, with thin lips, narrow foreheads,

hollow -chested, head bent forward, quick

yet cold manner, all belong to one class.

Let Mr. Patterson have his way iu every

thing, and a more faithful friend unto death

you could not have
;
cross him in the least

matter, and
"

"Then you do think the fault is with

him, not Archibald ?" my father added, has-

tily, for the topic was specially disagreeable

to him.
" Not wholly. I do not think either you

or I understand Archibald," my mother re-

plied.
" You always tell me that he takes

his prejudices and inflexible ideas from rue.

Perhaps he does, but he takes his warmth

of imagination, his ardor, and impulsiveness

from you. He is a strange medley, my dear

husband. I fear he will give us great trou-

ble. Perverse! It is the only word I can

think of. And he is our first-born. I do not

know what our little Habby may turn out

to be, but Archibald has a hundred times

the talent of dear, good, plodding Carter.

My brother Archibald was right," and my
mother could not help laughing as she said

it
;

"
put his uncle's blue coat and gray trou-

sers ou Carter, his gold-headed stick iu his

hand, a plantation iu his sole charge, and,

iu many respects, the boy is the man over

again. I do not know where my brother

got his queer ways ;
I do believe he copies

old Uncle Arxis, unconsciously, of course,

instead of the old negro copying him." My
mother laughed again. It was curious, but

whenever she spoke about her old home in

Virginia, she seemed ten years younger, and

laughed like the happy girl she used to be

there. To the rest of us it was compara-

tively a dull old place ;
to her it was as par-

adise was to Eve, looking back to it from

later years;

And that was but the beginning of trou-

ble with my brother Archibald. After leav-

ing Mr. Patterson, he was thrown into a

chance connection with an artist making
his temporary home iu the place. I do not

know whether it was the slouched hat and

long hair of this painter of portraits, or his

desultory life as a wandering genius ; possi-
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61y there -was the love of art, as there cer-

tainly was the inspiration, in Archy's case.

Such things were wholly out of iny father's

line
;
but when he did come to understand

it, he was as full of enthusiasm as ever.

"Would you have ever imagined it of Ar-

chibald, Agnes ?" he said to my mother. "I

ists in Washington. I showed them to the

artist himself, and he spoke of them in the

highest terms. He has consented to in-

struct Archibald, and told me frankly that

he regarded him as having a much greater

talent than himself."

Very few pastoral visits did my father

ARCHIBALD TDRNS ARTIST.

do not pretend to be a judge of such things,

but his drawings are something wonderful
;

I could no more draw, for instance, that fig-

ure of the Goddess of Liberty than I could

fly through the air. I showed them to Gov-

ernor Hone, and he was as astonished as my-
self. Mrs. President told me she never saw
more promise among any of the young art-

pay, during which he did not produce, be-

fore leaving, some one of his sou's drawings,

and show it to his friends, full of ardor and

fatherly pride. But and the One who con-

structed the heart can alone understand its

working in proportion as his father grew
warm upon the subject, the son grew cold

;

his interest in the matter steadily lessen-
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ing as his father's increased. When he had

reached the climax of hope and confidence

as to the brilliant and lucrative future of

his eldest-born, that eldest-horn had reach-

ed the lowest depth of disgust about it, and

utterly ami forever gave up the whole thing.

I am not certain whether it was the law

or the navy which came next, being away
from home only this, that at one time Archy
had secured, through my father's old ac-

quaintances iu Washington, an opening of

some kind at Annapolis, and had actually

entered, at another time, the office of Gov-

ernor Hone, who kindly assured nay parents :

"If your son will but stick to it, he will

make a splendid lawyer. Of course," the

governor said, laughing,
" there are the ob-

stacles of his moral and religious training

to be gotten over; but we lawyers soon

conquer all scruples. As to talent, no young
man has more. If he is fool enough to

go into politics as I have done, no telling

what a distinguished rascal he may become.

Thousands of talent
;
but it requires that a

man should stick. That is it, stick !"

But as soon as nothing stood in the way
of the navy, the nausea of my brother in

reference to it was deeper mentally than it

would have been physically had he actual-

ly sailed. As to the law, he had told rny

mother that " its home was the bosom of

God, and its voice was the harmony of the

universe," even quoted, also from Black-

stone, he believed it was, that " the law was

a stern mistress, her right hand overflowing,

nevertheless, with wealth and honor to those

who won her" but, whichever of the two,

navy or law, came first, the end was the

same. It was a cruel pity, but in exact pro-

portion as the eagerness infused into the

family from my father increased iu refer-

ence to any project, it as surely decreased

with Archibald. Just as they had rejoiced

iu the thing as settled, he had, for innumer-

able excellent reasons, finally determined to

abandon it. Once arrived at that point

"You might as well reason," my mother

.said,
" with one stone-deafi^He is my child,

but I can not understand him. It must be

some terrible defecFiu our training ; possi-

bly our unsettled life when his character

was being formed. It is not that he is in-

flexible"

"But that," my father finished for her,

"any wish of ours has the singular effect of

determining him in precisely the opposite
direction. If it were not deceptive, it might
be well for us to pretend to a violent dis-

like of the next plan."

"What would be the use, my dear?" said

my mother. "Even wheu he has resolved,

the very fact that he himself has taken a

fancy for any course itself disgusts him with

it. I am his own mother, but God alone

understands and can deal with him !"

I am glad Habby and I were off at school

aud did not know fully concerning all this.

Georgia passed through a score of moods

about it, now petting and being so proud
of her handsome brother, with his regular

features and dark hair and eyes, aud won-

derful inteutious for the future, aud then

scorning and despising and refusing to speak
to him, the transition period being one of

genuine sisterly weeping; for the briny wa-

ter of her tears always, if I may so speak
one I love dearly, separated from each ol

er the islands of her manifold moods. I i

afraid all this had an influence upon V
ginia; but, no, I can not say a hardeuh

influence. Her clear, seemingly cold maunt

had, in some wonderful way, not even a sug

gestiou of other than tender womanliness

under it all.

"What a lovely creature .Miss Virginia is

growing !" Mrs. President said to my mother,

during one of her calls, as she wrote us boys
at school. "I never saw a young person

who seemed more unaffected. She has so

much natural grace, the sweetness and fresh-

ness almost of a babe. How she is beloved !

She has, pardon me, my dear Mrs. Quarter-

man, the singular faculty of fascination

which you will remember in ;" and Mrs.

President named a certain celebrated belle

who queened it in Washington years before.

" I thank you !" my mother replied, warm-

ly. "Virginia is unselfish. Indeed, she nev-

er seems to think of herself."

"And that explains why she is so unaf-

fected, so purely a child," Mrs. President

added, adjusting bracelet and ribbon as she

spoke, herself a species of social Minerva,

very agreeable and gracious, yet mailed from

touch, if not in the helmet and cuirass of

that deity, certainly in a costume, of manner
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as much as dress, which rendered her unap-

proachable even when she seemed nearest.

"
Georgia is a dear girl, but is different,"

she said, in leaving. "And to think that

they are twins!"

"Oh yes; Georgia is an English milk-

maid, rosy and full of her impulses. Vir-

ginia would seem a lady in a hovel, and

Georgia would look countrified even" my
mother bowed as she said it

" in the White

House."

"But such a milk-maid as the English

poets sing with rapture," Mrs. President re-

paid my mother. " Dear Mrs. Qiiartermau,

do come and see me !" But why should my
mother draw such a sigh of relief after her

visitor had stepped into her carriage ? And

it was the same with Governor Hone over

the way, when, as he told my mother, he

had eujoyed the pleasure of Mrs. President's

society.

All this time my father had given his soul

to his work in St. Charles. Every Sabbath

morning and evening he preached in his

own pulpit ;
but every Sabbath afternoon

was given, and with zest as well as zeal, to

his service in the penitentiary. To all out-

ward appearance he had been at home with

Colonel Tom Maxwell, and the colonel's com-

plete collection of the varied and desperate

wickedness of the State from the first
;
but

it took him really some weeks to adjust him-

self thoroughly to his convict congregation,

as well as for them to adapt themselves to

him.

"The way of it was this" (Colonel Tom
was accustomed to speak of it afterward) :

" there is an amazing variety among the

convicts, although they do all look exactly

alike in striped clothes and cropped heads
;

some young, some old, some in for rape

and murder, others in for stealing; some

for forgery and counterfeiting, and they are

the smartest. Others for defalcation, and

they are the greatest fools. Some were con-

victed of setting houses on fire, and they are

the sneaking sort. Others for highway rob-

bery (rough gambling they call it), and they

are the desperate kind. Half of them swear

they are innocent, and about a tenth or so

,are innocent, or are the dupes of scoundrels

who put them up to crime, got the proceeds,

and left them in the lurch. Whoever and

6

whatever they are, as I told the doctor, one

thing grips and holds them all alike, and
that is force. It don't matter what kind

of force, showering, or the dark cell, or being
chained up or worked down, always death

if necessary, and a strong will in the warden
to do whatever needs to be done force, j ou

understand. And credits for good behavior,

percentage on work done, and the like, are

a weaker kind of force, but in some shape
force grips and holds them all. It's a kind

of hobby of mine, and when I told the doc-

tor that, he said,
'

Certainly, colonel
;
but

there is a higher force which will close upon
and hold what nothing you have got will

touch, and that is the heart.' And the Gos-

pel is that force, I suppose you mean, I said
;

all right go ahead. The law allows it;

you have one hour a week to try it on them,
and I have the rest of the hundred and six-

ty-eight hours for my kind. I was always

present, too, and on my feet, while the doc-

tor preached. Nothing could be simpler,

plainer, quieter, than the way the doctor

went to work. I thought he was going to

talk to them about their mothers and wives

and children, about dyiug work on their

feelings, you know, and so he did, but not

until afterward. He talked to them in such

a way first as made them understand and

believe, as certain sure as they existed,

about the Oue that made them, and how

they had wronged Him, and then came down

upon their feelings. See ! That is the way
the revival began. But when it was under

full way, he never allowed any exclaiming
or crying-out ;

all he had to say he said in

his hour, and then sent them to their Bibles

in their cells to think and read and pray it

all over, each man by himself. Of course, '.

there were a few extra meetings for special

conversation, and taking the communion,

and the like
;
but the work and the discipline

never relaxed one hour. I saw to that, and

that is all."

It was all, except that my father got into

the habit of resting himself twbuty minute^
or so in the rooms of Colonel Torn after serv-

ice, by talking a very Ijttle with the colonel,

as that giant lay stretched out on the floor,

his children seated astride of him, obedient

beyond either of them to the least wish of

his small wife. The two men were singular-
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ly like each other as well as unlike, aud a

strong attachment of a wholesome, mauly
kiud sprang up between them. But Colonel

Tom never relaxed an ounce of his weight

nor a hair-breadth of his commanding height,

ranch less a particle of the pressure of his

will, upon his prisoners or turnkeys, for all

that. Something to me, as a boy, always ex-

ceedingly refreshing in Colonel Tom ;
not a

bit of the uncertainty aud feebleness and

sickly sentiment seen but too often in many
a man who never entered a penitentiary, or

who, so to speak, never left a church. Your

feeling, the longer you knew him, was a

species of hurra for Colonel Torn! and a

general idea that Tom was the best of names

for a boy-baby, if you wished him to grow

up to be the manliest of men !

As the months rolled on, the work in the

penitentiary under the new chaplain became

the talk of the State. Had not my father

urged upon the colonel a wiser course, the

services would have been crowded by vis-

itors from abroad
;
as it was, every thing was

kept as evenly as possible in the tenor of its

way, quietness being with my father, ardent

as he was, but another name, under such cir-

cumstances, for depth and permanence of

religious life.

"All that I do in the penitentiary," he

said to Governor Hone, over of an evening
for a little conversation,

"
is delightful to me

as, if I may so style it, a recreation. But my
heart is in my work as pastor of my church."

"We have increased, you know," the gov-

ernor would say, consolingly, for he knew

my father's grief.
" We are the largest aud

strongest church in town."

"Ah, you do not understand, governor,"

his pastor would reply.
" I merely talk to

the convicts
;
but you have no idea the care

aud labor I expend upon my sermons for my
church. Not a discourse but is rewritten,

often more than once. You would not think

so, since I never take the manuscript into

the pulpit. I know that, especially when

the Legislature is in session, I have the

choicest intellect of the State, in part at

least, present to hear: and what an influ-

ence these politicians would have, the editors

quarreling so furiously and all, if they were

but to become Christian men in good ear-

nest ! Aud yet
"

"We are a hard set, doctor," Governor

Hone replied.
" I do feel for you, trying so

earnestly to get at us from the pulpit. Noth-

ing can be more self-evident," with his sen-

ate-chamber wave of his long arm and large

hand as he spoke, "than your arguments,

more striking than your illustrations, more

affecting than your appeals ; yet, I acknowl-

edge -"

"And I do try very hard not to be vehe-

ment, not to be so earnest as to defeat my
own object," said my father, who had the

bad habit of interrupting another in conver-

sation, with his eyes absent from what the

other was saying even before his tongue
confirmed the fact of the persistence of his

mind along his own path of thought.
" I

give ten times the study and toil aud prayer

to my own people, especially to my pulpit

preparations, than to any thing I do for

the convicts, and yet I might as well dart

straws against icebergs. Look at the scant

attendance at our prayer-meetings ! I con-

fess I am becoming thoroughly discour-

aged."
" You remember, it was the same with the

politicians at Washington, my dear," my
mother, who was sewing beside him, sug-

" You often said, of all people on

earth they were the hardest to influence for

good. Excuse me, governor !"

" You are right, madam, right," said Gov-

ernor Hone, lifting his loose -jointed body
from his chair, with a smile upon his genial

face, worn as it was by the long and steady

wash, so to speak, of seas of people approv-

iug and disapproving. "We are a hard,

hard set, madam- the hardest set going.

That was an excellent sermon of the doc-

tor's,
' Beware of the leaven of Herod !' Yet

I could feel it glancing off even while it hit

me full. Aud when did you hear from Ar-

chibald ?" continued the governor, slipping,

as he did every ten minutes, to the fire-place

to spit, for he was an incessant tobacco-

chewer, unconsciously illustrating, by the

manner, also, of the question, the slight in-

terest he took in what so profoundly inter-

ested his pastor. Of course my father was

concerned for Archibald, but not at all as

he was for his preaching, even although his

first-born had again disappeared, this time

leaving no clue as to his intentions.

gested.
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" Not since be left, governor," rny mother

replied.
" We are greatly distressed."

"So is Sukey Mrs. Houe, I meau for

Horace there in Texas. If she were not so

plump," added the governor,
" I tell her she

would cry herself away. Never fear, Mrs.

Quarterman; he will be all right in the end.

You know what a domestic woman Sukey
is

;
never leaves the house. Come over and

see her."

" I would rather," Governor Hone said to

himself, as he crossed over to his house,
" have my Horace in Texas, swearing and

fighting yes, gambling, drinking, and worse

than that than have him at home and be

a fellow like that scamp of theirs. If a boy
is bad, it is better to be bad straight out,

and without so many curly-cues !" For the

governor was but a Western governor, and

owed his popularity to his open-heartedness

even more than to his broad-brainedness, if

such a word may be coined.

CHAPTER XIII.

MY brother Habersham and myself were

two years at the Archimedean Institute to-

gether. During all this time we did not

visit St. Charles once, the simple fact being

that we could not afford to do so, as it was

in virtue of the most stringent economy
alone that our parents could pay our ex-

penses there, small, comparatively, as they

were. For the same reason they could not

visit us, the more especially as my father

was in such demand in reference to protract-

ed meetings in all the region in which he

lived, that, while he sincerely loved us, his

duties at home and abroad took up every

hour of his life. Even our letters were few

and far between, because of the postage

twenty-five cents in silver on each letter

there being then no such tendency of friends

toward each other, no such strong current

of loving intercourse as exists, now that all

obstructions are removed from the channels

of the same, our very hearts beating, it seems

to me, more rapidly and fully the mount-

ains being tunneled, the plains being cov-

ered with railways, the oceans underlaid

with wires in the quickened circulation of

these days. I suppose this intercourse of

affection, deepened, hastened, uninterrupted

between us all now, in comparison to former

times, is part of our progress toward the

absolutely perfect communion without bar-

rier, of the good to whom God's entire uni-

verse will be thrown open eternally. Even if

we had enjoyed hourly intercourse with our

parents, I am far from sure that we boys
would or could have told them every thing.

Terrible as it was, neither Habby nor I could

have entered upon such matters
;
the vile-

ness was too vile, we could not have spoken
about it

;
and I do believe that part of the

quickened current of mutual love, round and

round the world, now shows itself in the fact

that in these days it rises mightily against,

breaks over and sweeps away barriers, seem-

ingly as natural and impassable as mount-

ains and seas, which once existed in such

matters as these also between even parent
and child.

To the mingled delight and dismay of my
brother and myself, Virginia and Georgia
broke suddenly upon us in our cabins at the

Institute one Saturday morning. It was all

through Professor Diusmore, the founder of

the Institute. As a peculiarity of the cold-

ness or the modesty of his very benevolence,

he had never visited the Archimedean idol of

his soul since it went into operation. So ex-

cessively interested was he in a scheme in

which he had invested all his heart, as well

as almost every cent he possessed, that I

do believe he shrunk from watching it too

closely, as one does from opening a letter

which contains a matter of the last impor-
tance. While hovering around it at a dis-

tance with unsleeping solicitude, he happen-
ed to be at my father's, and, in sudden re-

sponse on his part, which amazed him more

than any one else, to a vehemently express-

ed wish to that effect on the part of Georgia,

he promptly consented to take the girls with

him in his carriage, and spend a Sabbatli

with us, it being not more than a three days'

journey from St. Charles.

" It is perfectly splendid !" Georgia ex-
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claimed, that Saturday, when she had kiss-

ed us, and before she had told us the news

from home. " I would give any thing if

Virginia and I could be at such a school.

What a funny little log-cabin! Look at

those queer little cots ! Do you keep your

clean things in those trunks under them ?

Here's where they keep their wood, Jenuy ;
I

thought it was their wardrobe. See, they've

got their blacking-brushes on the shelf where

they wash ! Did you ever see such dirty

towels ? And you make up your beds your-

self ? Robinson Crusoe over again. What
do you keep iu this desk ? ears of corn, as I

live!"

" To pop of nights when we are too hun-

gry to stand it any longer," I exclaimed
;

"but don't speak so loud, Georgia. The

fellows in the next room to this hear every

word you say."
" Who lives there ?" asked Virginia, in her

low tones.

"Oh, a fellow named Alonzo M'Callnm.

His father is a missionary in India or Chi-

na," I replied, in the hurry of promiscuous

talk which follows upon sudden meeting
with one's kin.

" Please fix so that we can see him. Dear

little fellow," Georgia exclaimed,
" how lone-

ly he must be ! And so good, too, dear little

missionary ! I'm glad he is so near you. The

idea of hanging that ridiculous bit of a look-

ing-glass where the light shines full on it !"

Habersham glanced at me, his ashen face

covered with a glow, and then more ashen

than before. Here was Georgia, plump as a

partridge, all overflow of life and health

and happiness, and Virginia, so quiet and

sweet and lady-like, both as beautiful to us

as angels dropped down from God, but like

angels alighted (not knowing it) in the

slimiest and most malarious of swamps.
"If one ofthose scoundrels dares to speak

to either of them, I'll kill him !" Habby man-

aged to whisper to me. " I can't bear they
should be touched, even with the eyes of

those "

"Hush!" I said, seizing Habby by the

sleeve.

" What is it ? What is it ? Mustn't have

any secrets from me. Oh, Jenny," Georgia

continued,
" we forgot to tell them about the

big cake in our trunk, and ever so many

things besides! Professor Dinsmore's car-

riage stopped at the gate. He is the kind-

est, dryest, best man I ever knew, only as

solemn as an owl. We are going right on

directly, to stay all night at Dr. Harrison's

only a mile away, you know and come

back to church here to-morrow. Have to

leave Monday. I'm so glad you are so nice-

ly fixed, and are getting to be so learned.

You don't know what a trouble Archy has

been to us." And so she went on to tell us

every thing, having to be continually warn-

ed about the occupants of the next room,

who, we well knew, were listening in their

wood -closet next the dividing logs of the

two cabins, and eagerly, to every word they
could catch.

"And you have grown so much, dear Hab-

by are looking so well," Virginia managed
to say as soon as possible.

" I would hard-

ly have known you."
" Do you sincerely think so ?" said Hab-

by, with the delight of a child
;
and after

both sisters had as eagerly assured him of

it fibbing frightfully, I feared his spirits

rose, and his tongue ran as if he had been

drinking wine. I confess I could not see

that he had grown taller; but that might
have been by reason of my being so close-

ly with him. Anyhow, I was glad they

thought so, or thought they thought so.

"We are so proud of you and of Car-

ter:" Virginia added the last words out of

respect for my feelings.
"
Why, papa car-

ries your teacher's letters in his breast-pock-

et, shows them to all his sick folks when he

visits them. Mamma says she had to beg
him not to forget and give notice of your

high standing from the pulpit ;
he did speak

of you in prayer-meeting. We all laughed
at him," continued Georgia; "it was just

like Major Hampton, we told papa, when the

major tells people at meeting what a splen-

did sermon papa preached the Sunday be-

fore. Oh, you can't tell how papa hates to

hear him
;

sits there and looks down and

looks up, and begs somebody to sing or to

lead in prayer as soon as he can !"

" Colonel Archer never does," Virginia

added
;

" he thinks more of of Christ,"

she added, gravely,
" than any person I ever

knew. He never speaks in meeting about

any body but him. Colonel Archer is the
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best man I ever inet," she said, earnestly.
" He was very bad once used to fight du-

els aud edit papers, and all sorts of wicked

things aud now he is as gentle and loving

as an angel. I've heard papa tell mamma
that he loves Colonel Archer more than any

man he ever knew."

"But oh, you can't think what trouble

Mr. Patterson is giviug the church !" Geor-

gia bursts in
;
"he is so sharp aud set and

determined, but it is Archy
"
Hush, Georgia ! Papa hopes," Virginia

interrupted, "that Colonel Torn his real

name is Maxwell; you know the large, rud-

dy warden at the penitentiary, is becoming
a good Christian "

" Has the funniest little bit of a wife you

ever saw," Georgia breaks in,
" aud minds

her like a spaniel : but he's a splendid man.

We've needles aud thread with us
; bring

out your things, boys, and let Jenny and me

sew the buttons on while we talk. Mamma
told us to be sure and remember !"

"Please don't be offended," Virginia sug-

gested,
" if we sweep your floor a little first.

It is not dirty, you know, but, then, it is not

clean that is, if you have a broom any-

where." And I remember thiukiug her cuffs,

as she took hold of the broom, the whitest

and neatest things I ever saw
;
and she was

so much like my mother, too.

It was the happiest time we had known

since we came to the Institute
;
but we were

glad when we helped the girls into the car-

riage at last, as soon as Professor Diusmore

had got through looking around with Pro-

fessor Hanky pointing out this and that,

handkerchief in hand, aud they had driven

off to Dr. Harrison's to stay till morning.
" I wonder if angels float about over us

knowing as little," Habby said, moodily

enough, as we sat together in our room, sud-

denly grown so dirty and mean, after sup-

per.
"

It's too bad !" This was added with

reference to a song which was being sung

by Alonzo M'Callum in the next room just

then, followed by peals of laughter on the

part of his chums, himself, and the roomful

of students gathered in there, as usual of

evenings; aud whenever you hear just that

peculiar sort of laughter, you can make sure

of the dirty nature of the fun which causes it.

Let me say here that I ain perplexed as to

how what I have to say at this point shall

be said.

Perhaps I can be shortest about it by be-

ing plainest that is, as plain as I dare be.

Boys as we were, aud having had a home

training, it was some time after we got to

the Institute before my brother aud myself
understood matters. As we did come to

comprehend the loathsome lewduess which

was rotting the school throughout, I think

the very excess thereof helped to drive Hab-

by and myself into our position of horror

aud disgust. The very robustness, too, of

my health may have had the same effect on

me that the feebleness of my brother's con-

stitution had on him
;
but mortal hatred of

the vileness which seemed to be the univers-

al usage inspired us both, and, from what-

ever cause, islanded us as amidst a morass

absolutely indescribable.

" It seems to me, Carter," Habby would

say to me of evenings in our room, "as if

they read, thought, spoke of nothing else in

the world. It is the very dialect of devils,

as papa used to say of swearing, only this is

all that and worse. It is the last thing we

hear at night, the first thing that is shout-

ed to us from the other room in the dawn of

the pure fresh morning."
"
Perhaps boys are so at other schools and

colleges," I would say; "and it maybe we

are queer and peculiar old maids, as they tell

us all the time
;
but it is horrible. At the

table, going to aud from prayers, at play, out

in the fields at work! We are getting h-ard-

eued to it."

"Alouzo M'Callum," Habby added, "has

packages of abominable books and pictures,

I don't know from where. To think of what

ruin one bad boy can make! He puts me

in mind of the genius of Shelley, the poet,

when he was a boy, although his heart seems

to be as full of filth as it is of blasphemy.

You know the poetry he slipped under our

door
;
what a woman's hand he writes, and

the poetry of it, horrible as it was, was re-

ally beautiful. I never imagined," groaned

poor Habby,
" that such a boy conld exist.

He must be a great deal older than he looks.

He is always telling about India and how

the natives do there. It's a thousand times

worse than if he had come from a region of

suiall-pox !"
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There was an energy in the very pntres- handsome and graceful a preacher as ever

cence of the rotting soul of the abandoned delighted a fashionable audience with the

boy, an eagerness to spread the leprosy of

his lewdness, which I now recognize as a

zeal inherited from his devoted father, only

how terribly reversed!
" Don't let's talk about it any more," I an-

swered. " I'm glad I'm so stupid, and that

you have to work so hard with me over onr

books. We have to pitch in, you know, that

much the harder to keep from hearing and

thinking. And I suppose we ought to tell

Dr. Harrison to write home, do something ;

but you know all the trouble they have

at home about Archy already. Where's the

lexicon? What do you think those Latin

melodious modulations of voice and gesture,

and, in honor of Professor Dinsmore, the ser-

mon was one of his very best, full of classic

quotation and striking thought. The very
culture and purity of the man separated him

that much the more hopelessly from his con-

gregation. To him they were merely a body
of gentlemen young, possibly too heedless,

and lacking in serious thought, yet full of

all high and noble purpose. Near a hun-

dred sermons of the kind we had heard from

the doctor, with about as much eifect upon
the current of human passion flowing down-

ward beneath them as the rainbows which

fellows put things so far apart for, Habby ? overarch it have upon Niagara. If the doc-

The very word that ought, in common sense,

to be next is put off a mile down, at the very

end of the sentence. You'd be welcome to

my big bones if I only had your brains.

How'll you swap ?"

But I am sure neither my brother nor my-
self felt it all quite as badly as we did that

Sabbath the girls were with us. We had

not seen any ladies for a long time, and they

were such a sensation as that bare and

dreary chapel had never known since the

eveuiug of the speaking. We met them as

they stepped out of Professor Diusmore's

carriage that cool, bright day, and if Habby

tor had but known his audience!
" What a fine-looking set of students they

are !" Georgia said to me as we were assist-

ing the girls into the carriage after serv-

ice, all in a flutter and glow from a sense

of being universally admired. "
I hope you

know them all, boys. You mustn't be queer,

and keep yourself aloof. When vacation

comes and you can visit us, you must be

sure and bring one or two with you, for you
must have some very dear friends among
them."

"
Who," asked Virginia, in her lowest

tones, as a pair of the students passed us

and myself could have been but as oblivious respectfully,
" are these two ? I never saw

to the actual condition of things as were a more beautiful face for a girl, even, than

Professor Hanky, Professor Diusniore, and
!
that one with the hair curling about his

Dr. Harrison, our enjoyment would have

been unalloyed. Virginia and Georgia had

improved so much beyond all we had hoped,

were so very good-lookiug, in fact, that we
could not help telling them so, which, of

forehead
;
but the tall, spirited one with him

is studying for the ministry, I know. Who
are they, Carter ?"

"
Well," I replied,

" the curly-headed chap
is the Alonzo M'Callum I told von about.

course, made them look, blushing and sniil- The other is his room-mate, Charley Mars-

ing, that much the more so. If I were a mil- ton; but he is not studying for the minis-

liner, I could make this hour the very frills try, not studying at all!" And my faith in

and mutton -leg sleeves they wore, accord- woman's intuition has suffered by that re-

ing to the style then prevailing, so well do

I remember how they were dressed
;
some-

thing so pure and flower-like, and charming-

mark of my sister ever since.

As usual with him, Habby had been as si-

lent and as grave as an owl so far
;
but now

ly feminine in them, after mouths on mouths he suddenly exclaimed, as Dr. Harrison and

of the dry wilderness we had lived in of

Latin and Greek and mathematics, and the

society of such associates therein.

Nothing could have been more elaborate-

ly prepared or eloquently delivered than the

Professor Dinsmore seated themselves, and

were about to drive off,

" Dr. Harrison, if I come up to your house

to-night, could I see you and Professor Dins-

more a little while ?" looking up with eager
sermon Dr. Harrison gave us. He was as face.
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"
Certainly, Habersham," the doctor re-

plied.
" Of course, Mr. Quarterman," Professor

Dinsmore added, with a tremor of nervous

surprise upon his cold, gray, set face at the

earnestness of my brother. " Dr. Harrison

has told me so much of your high standiug,

that I -will be glad to see one who is doing

so much credit to my to the Archimedean

Institute."

But Habby did not go.
" I said it sud-

denly to commit myself," he explained to me

as we went to our cabin. " I would go if I

could, but I can not. I can't tell on them.

Besides, it's too abominably bad to talk

about!"

"Then I will," I announced, when he de-

clined going with me to supper. As I came

back from Joab Fisk's hot biscuits and mo-

lasses that night, Charley Marston, seeing

me walking alone, lounged in his gentle-

manly style along by me, and made, in a

casual way, the most flattering remark in

regard to my sisters. Of course, I was sor-

ry for it the next moment; but I turned, hit

him between the eyes square, all my soul in

the blow, with my fist, and walked on and

over to Dr. Harrison's, a mile or two away,

leaving who would to pick him up. And,

let me confess it here, it was very far from

the first time or the last in which I had

done about the same thing. Generally it

was with reference to Habby, or in return

for some dirty joke, and this is the first time

I have spoken upon the subject to a soul
;

but I can not help feeling now, as I did then,

that it was a hearty and wholesome sort of

thing to have done. Habby vented the in-

tensity of his feeling in words, and in lying

awake all night ;
but I was stolid as an ox,

and as strong. The only way I could suf-

ficiently express myself was to strike.

"You did not say one word at last," Hab-

by said, from his sleepless bed, after I had

got back that night, and was undressing, as

silent as could be, in hopes he was asleep.
"
No, Habby, I couldn't," I said, and went

on to repeat all the nonsense Georgia had

been telling me at Dr. Harrison's about an

apothecary, Clarkson, in St. Charles, in con-

nection with Virginia, and so turned it off

as I crept into my creaking cot.

We walked over to breakfast to Dr. Har-

rison's and told our sisters good-bye, they

kissing us rather than we them, and felt re-

lieved as they drove off with Professor Dins-

more. Habby was intense enough, and I

was stout enough for almost any thing; but

our united energies were not sufficient for

the task with the professors we had pro-

posed, and we walked back to the Institute

with a hatred of it heartier than ever be-

fore. But then they had trouble enough at

home with Archy already.

And it all came to end at last with the

Institute as naturally as mortification closes

with death. I never did know fully how.

I think it must have been the actual down-

fall, at last, through Joab Fisk, the ex-over-

seer, who held the contract for our board

and work. His fatal mistake was in his

estimate of how much the boys would work

and how little they would eat. The idea

that a lot of wild youth, turned loose (after

a morning of confinement to study) in the

field, would do any thing resembling serious

work, was preposterous. The fancy that, in

the absence of any one who could compel

them, they would make a pretense even of

labor, was amazing in the case of one as

destitute of imagination as Joab Fisk. He

understood negroes, and, with them to feed

and to work, would have made money ;
but

these he did not understand, and his mis-

take broke him all to pieces.

However, the ruin of the school would

have taken place under any one, in conse-

quence of the demoralization, more utter

and universal than I dare describe here.

Dr. Harrison and Professor Hanky and the

tutors never entered field or workshop, re-

ally despising that part of the system, the

fundamental idea of the whole upon the

part of Professor Dinsmore, as heartily as

the students themselves. The dry-rot, or,

rather, the deadly disease introduced by that

one fair-faced leper from India, struck day

by day through and through the whole In-

stitute. There was an almost entire cessa-

tion from study. Upon the same principle

on which clods of dirt were put into the

cotton, "keys" were universally used in the

mathematics, as well as "translations" for

the languages actually pasted between the

leaves of every Horace or Virgil.

What struck Habby and myself greatly
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was an almost total discontinuance, as mat-

ters grew worse, of the usual games.
"
Cat,"

"
shinny," "town-ball," "prisoner's base,"

" follow my leader," and the like, plays re-

quiring exercise in the open air, gave place

to the spinning of little wooden teetotums

with numbers on them, cards, and all oth-

er gambling sports, the students shrinking

as by diseased instinct from open day and

hearty exertion, into dark corners and utter

idleness.

There was no longer even pretense of

work in corn-field and cotton -patch, noth-

ing but riot and turbulent idleness, until

Joab Fisk abandoned the mockery of over-

seeing us in despair. Habby and I clung

closer and closer to each other over text-

book as well as cotton -basket, doing the

best we could, wondering at the stone-blind-

ness of Dr. Harrison, Hanky, and the rest of

the teachers. In one thing alone we had

any comfort in those dreary days, the ghast-

liest hours of which were at morning pray-

ers and Sunday services, and that was that

it could not last. We knew that the uni-

verse itself would soon tumble to dust and

dissolution if matters were everywhere else

as they were with us.

CHAPTER XIV.

I HAVE alluded to "Pure Baxter" in a pre-

vious chapter, and his uncouth congratula-

tions of my brother the night of the speak-

ing.

I think Habby and I were more conscien-

tious in regard to him after, but not so very

much, I fear, as you would suppose. Enough

so, however, to go into his cabin one after-

noon, when he had missed him for some days

from Joab Fisk's table. As we had sup-

posed, the poor fellow was in bed, sick with

some of his many ailments. It was the first

time 'we had been in his room, which was

very bare, but cleaner and neater in some

ways than our own. On one side of the

room was the old hair-trunk which held all

his wardrobe; a round looking-glass hung
in its pewter frame of the size of a box of

blacking, to a nail on one side of it
;
a hide-

bottomed chair or two and a wash -stand

completing the furniture, with the exception

of the cot on which he lay, and a swinging

shelf containing his handful of books.

"Halloo, Baxter, what's the matter?" I

demanded, as he scrambled back into his

ricke'ty cot, after unfastening his door, upon

learning who we were.

"Nothing at all; only sick," he replied,

looking up at us, more frightened than any

thing else, with his large eyes of the kind

called I know not for what reason beyond

that they were of a light bine "butter-

milk eyes."

"Any body been to see you ?" I asked.

"Only Dr. Harrison. He was in for a

minute when he missed me from recitation

so long," he said.

" Give you any physic ?" I asked.

"Box of pills and a bottle of something.

It's on the floor here under my bed, so's I

can get it without getting up. Please let it

alone," for the one idea of the poor fellow

was that we had come in to play him some

trick.

"But what about your eating?" asked

Habby.
"
Oh, Mrs. Fisk is very good," the poor

wretch replied, nothing but his round, sor-

rowful face, set in its yellow hair, to be seen

among the bine coverlets of his bed, drawn

to his chin and held tight there in case we

should try to drag it off for fun. " She sends

me something every other day; says she'd

come herself to see me if she weren't driven

to death. I put it in my trunk to keep the

flies off. Welcome to it, if you want it," he

said
;
for Habby had lifted the lid of the

trunk, and, sure enough, there it was, a blue-

edged plate heaped with pones of cold corn-

bread and fat bacon, varied with heaps of-

cabbage and turnips.
"
Why, you poor chap, your food would

kill a rhinoceros!" said Habby. "Much

sick ?"

" I wasn't much sick
;
but Lonny M'Cal-

lurn and some fellows broke in here one
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night," the boy replied.
" It was only their

fun, but they said they would try the wa-

ter-cure; they didn't leave me any water,

drenched me with it all, lying in bed. It's

summer, but I don't think lying in these wet

things is good : I've been as hot as fire, and

then as cold as you please, ever since. My
leg hurts me like sixty, and I can't get a

wink of sleep. Oh, I'll be up in a day or

two."

"All right ;
we'll be in to see you again,"

was all Habby or I could think of adding
as we left. The fact is, Dr. Harrison never

once came into our heads. He taught us in

the recitation-room, and he preached to us,

alternating with Professor Hanky, of Sun-

days, and a kinder-hearted man never lived.

The trouble was that neither he nor Pro-

fessor Hanky, outside of recitation -room

and chapel, had any thing more to do with

us than with Joab Fisk's pigs or chickens
;

knew, for any practical purpose, no more

about us than if we had spent the intervals

of recitation and prayers in the centre of

Hiudostan, which with most of us, by rea-

son of Alonzo M'Callum,was really the case.

"What's the use?" Habby said, when at

a later day I suggested letting the doctor

know. " That poor soul has been sick all

his life
;
he's used to it. He'll be up again

in a few days."

We made a point, however, to get at least

fresh food for him from Joab Fisk, carrying
it to him every night when it was too dark

for the fellows to see us, as well as replen-

ishing his brown pitcher with water, and

other like services, which he received with

many thanks, but also with a continual

lookout as to the sort of joke we were cer-

tain to play him, sooner or later.

There was not a particle of sentimentali-

ty in Habby or myself, as I have said, in the

whole matter. The room was too misera-

bly mean for it. The poor fellow was too

utterly uuromantic for any thing of the

sort, even if he had not been a "low-down"

chap, suffering from we knew not what de-

graded vices, personal or hereditary ;
and

then Habby was absorbed in his morbid

moods and hard studies, while I was noth-

ing but a boy, and a very ordinary boy, of

the common run of the species. Yet we
could not but become interested in one who

was so utterly dependent upon us. Besides,

he got to telling us, when the fever was hot-

test upon him, about his mother. We knew
what sort of woman she must have been

tall, gaunt, haggard -faced, with her cheap
calico hanging around her as if around a

post, sandy -haired, sickly, sorrowful, and

poor to the last degree : you could tell what

the mother was from seeing her child. Yet

with that poor fellow, rolling and groaning,

and as homely as a boy ever gets to be on

earth, it was "Maumer, maumer, raaumer!"

all the time of his fever, mingled with half

verses from the Bible, and old-fashioned

snatches of hymns and queerly worded

prayers. I suppose her child and her relig-

ion were literally all the woman had in her

cabin in the woods. When he was free from

fever and pain, we got him at last to tell us

a good deal about his "
raising," but he was

very shy of speaking about his "
maumer,"

always on the lookout for some mischief we

would do him, at the very least the fun we

would make of him and of her. We saw

that he took his pills and other physic ac-

cording to the directions written on the

boxes and phials, and told Dr. Harrison and

Professor Hanky so when they came to the

door of the cabin every few days to ask

about him. Why disguise it ? Up at least

to a certain point, the sick boy was very lit-

tle, very little indeed, more to us than a sick

puppy ! A negro-child would have had its

mother and its mistress to nurse it, and care-

fully; but, you observe,
" Parson Baxter"

was a gawky, poor white -trash boy, ugly

and sickly, more unfortunate than a negro

in having no one to own him in any, sense.

It was a mistake, his living in an institute

at all.

Yes, boys are but a species of crocodile.

We pass, the savants tell us, through all the

animal types previous to the hour of birth;

but we are twenty before we become human

beings in good earnest. Habby and I be-

came very tired of our poor charge ;
we

were almost sorry that we had taken the

duty of caring for him upon us. But, then,

bavin <r done so, we were as faithful as weO /

knew how, and did have a growing interest

in him in virtue of his religion, rude and

crude as it seemed to be, never dreaming for

a moment of how sick he really was.
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One sultry night about ten o'clock, Alouzo

M'Calluin, Marstou, his room-mate, with oue

or two others, broke into Baxter's cabin as

Habby and I were seated therein working

together over Virgil, helping the sick boy,

as he seemed to need it, to his medicine or

his water.

"
Halloo, parson, sick ?". M'Callum exclaim-

ed, standing over the "shriu king boy. "I'm

a doctor, and know what's the matter with

you; playing possum's the matter. I thought

the water-cure had made you well. Come,

hop up, and give us a sermon !"

" You let the boy alone," I said.

" What business is it of yours, Parson

Strong ?" M'Callum said, giving rue the nick-

name by which I generally went. " I sup-

pose I've just as much right here as you.

Shut up ! Come, get up, Mr. Purity ! preach

us a sermon, sing us a psalm, or dance us a

breakdown," laying hold of the bedclothes.

"Please, please, don't," moaned the miser-

able boy.
" I never did you any harm in

my life. I am so weak and sick I haven't

had any thing to eat for nigh a week, noth-

ing but physic."

"Why, here's plenty, you fool!" said M'Cal-

Inm, taking from the wash-stand a horrid

mess of stale bread cooked in molasses, which

Mrs. Fisk called pudding, and, standing

with the soap-dish full of it beside the boy,

he endeavored to force upon his compressed

lips a pewter spoon loaded with the loath-

some fare.

"Please don't, sir! I'm so sick you can't

tell !" said his victim. " For Jesus' sake !"

he cried, as if in desperation "your pau-

per" (papa he meant) "was a preacher ;
he

believed in Jesus please let me be !" And
the boy seemed driven wild, his face so large

and white, so hollow-eyed in its tangle of

yellow hair.

" What do you know about my pauper, as

you call him?" the other said, with a sort of

cold rage. "And Jesus!" There was that

in the tones in which it was uttered, tones

of contempt and hate, which I can not de-

scribe. "You poor, mean, clay-eating, low-

down cur, listen
;

I'll sing you a religions

hymn !" And with one of the sweetest

voices I ever heard, Alonzo M'Callum began
to sing, to a familiar hymn-tune, something
I had often half heard from him before

beastly words which he must have caught
from jorne Educated Hindoo or apostate

Christian before corning to America.

I am generally slow, and was planning
the campaign when Habby precipitated mat-

ters. Climbing upon the old hair-trunk, he

had hurled himself like a wild cat therefrom

full at the face of M'Callum, and, livid with

fury, he was striking, scratching, kicking, as

they rolled over and over on the floor
;
to my

horror, but not so much as to his own when
I told him of it afterward, cursing his antag-

onist, too, more like a crazy person. There

was a general scrimmage, of course
;
but the

venomous fury of poor little Habersham had

more eftect than any thing I could do, and

in a few minutes we had the invading crowd

driven out, the stout door well barred with

a board wrenched from the position it had

filled as mantel-piece over the fire-place, and

were picking up the torn books, and scatter-

ed pudding, and broken chairs.

"We are in for it," I remarked, as soon as

I could get breath enough to speak coolly.
" No objection," said Habby, who was try-

ing to stop the bleeding of his nose. "
They

didn't do it," my brother added
;

"
you know

it always bleeds when I exert myself vio-

lently. Of course."

This exclamation was in reply to the

smashing of the glass from without. But it

is not necessary to describe the assault upon
our castle for the next hour or two. Logs
thrown on the roof, stones hurled down the

chimney, desperate thumps upon the door,

accompanied by yells and oaths. But what

astonished Habby and myself amidst all the

uproar was the change in the sick boy. In-

stead of cowering under the bedclothes in

terror, he had so doubled his bolster under

his head, and piled up the pillows upon that,

as to lift himself almost into a sitting posi-

tion
;
and there he was, so calm and bright

and happy, that we failed to understand

what was to follow, only by reason of being

as ignorant as boys generally are.

"Never mind, Jerry," I said to him, "all

this row will make you well. They'll soon

get tired out, for they can't get in your old

cabin, and it's after midnight now ;" and as

I spoke the crowd outside did depart, with

many a promise of the vengeance to be in-

flicted next dav.
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"I'm so much obliged to yon, am so sor-

ry," the boy said
;

" and I have got real well

all at oiice. Oh yes, I'll get up iu the moru-

iug. All along I couldn't staud it, you know,
their dirty ways and all that. I was so very

lonely, too, since my maumer died. If ever

a fellow tried to get as near to Christ as he

"Hush, Carter look !" Habersham, who
was standing by the bed, interrupted me.
" Did you ever see ?"

The poor boy had undergone a change
which we could not understand. The sal-

low hue had left his face, leaving it as white

as snow
;
the yellow hair seemed no longer

HUSH, CARTER LOOK !

"

could she talked to me about it, yon kjiow
I did. All of a sudden, I ain't afraid a

bit."

"
Very well, Baxter," I said

; "you are all

right. Lie down. Habby and I will stay
till breakfast. To-morrow we will tell Dr.

Harrison all about it. He will fix their

flints for them "

coarse
;
the eyes were wide open, and full of

soul
;
the hands were lifted as with that joy-

ous grace seen nowhere but in those of a

babe crowing, with arms extended toward

its mother an uplift, an eagerness, a trans-

forming rapture of expectation.

"Run, Carter, for Professor Hanky, for Dr.

Harrison, for somebody ! Run, stupid !" said
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Habby, almost beside himself, as I dashed

arouud the room iu search of my hat.

"Oh, maumer! Jesus, too! Maumer, mau-

mer!" from the sick boy. "Yes, sir," with

ecstasy wholly indescribable of wonder aud

gladness.
" Maumer told me about you. I

knew you, sir, at once. Oh, maum !" And

the uplifted hands trembled and fell, the

light was gone from the ashes, so to speak,

of the eyes, aud the body slowly sunk down.

To our unspeakable surprise, Baxter was

dead.

Aud why detail all that followed ? With

poor Baxter the last pretense of life depart-

ed from the Institute. For months before

midnight hands had been writing on every

available house-side and board-fence blas-

phemous words and obscene pictures with

chalk or charcoal, the marks re-appearing as

fast as they were erased, reminding me since

then of the abominable inscriptions npon the

walls of Herculaneum and Pompeii, drawn

there who can say how soon before the storm

of fire and ingulfing ashes. So far as I

know, all the mortal disease originated with

that one leper, Alonzo M'Callum, the worst-

boy of all. No need of going into details

of that destruction, the studies ceasing, the

students leaving, the instructors taking sit-

uations elsewhere, the creditors coming down

upon the property all, as it were, in one

week.

While we waited for money to go home

upon, Habby and I went one evening of the

early fall into the main building in hopeless

search after some of our books, which we

thought might be in the laboratory. The

Venetian blinds had been left unfastened

and were swinging on their hinges, the win-

dow-sash being still left up from the heats

of summer
;
the damp wind was blowing in

upon the costly philosophical apparatus im-

ported by Professor Dinsmore from Paris.

What had been polished rose -wood, brass,

and steel, was already become an array of

cracked and rusted ruin. The maps were

flapping in rags from the walls, the curtains

torn into rotting strings by the wind. The

floor was littered with torn books and fallen

plaster. The odor of acids and fetid gases

upon the air, a fitting emblem of the expir-

ing smell, so to speak, that lingers in that

region to this day ;
and it is all that is left

of it, of Professor Dmsrnore's expensive ex-

periment all that was left, the evening we
stood there, of the Archimedean Institute,

except the professor himself.

Near-by the Institute lived a farmer who

supplied us with excellent milk, the one

wholesome article upon Joab Fisk's wretch-

ed table. The professor had made this

house his home in his last efforts to save

something from the wreck of the doomed In-

stitute. It seemed a pity that this farmer's

wife should have wearied the old and dying

professor with the stories just then of her

pig-sties and hen-roosts, as well as melon-

patches, stripped by the students in a deca-

dence of their school as desperate as that of

Rome or Corinth. Yet it did not much mat-

ter, for he was dying as it was very old

all of a sudden, friendless, denounced by the

wrangling creditors, utterly brokeu in heart

as in health. So far as I ever knew, he had

never entered upon the scheme except from

a sincere desire to try an experiment which

he was convinced would work wonders for

the youth of his State and the whole South,

and, possibly, the entire land. In any case,

without hope of reward, ho had given to the

experiment every pulse of his heart and ev-

ery cent of his once ample means. Nothing
had resulted but absolute failure. He lay

upon his mattress of shucks iu the narrow

shed-room of the farmer's cabin, very white

of hair, very gray and cold of countenance,

silent and quiet. I suppose the one word
" bewilderment" expresses his feeling, for he

had little to say beyond a few simple direc-

tions as to his funeral, and the disposal of the

wrecks of the Institute, as far as they would

go, for the satisfaction of its importunate

creditors. A colder man, a chillier man I

should have phrased it, never lived
;
but he

had given himself and all he possessed with

his utmost force to his idea of doing good,

like an avalanche, even if it be of snow.

Having spent himselfand been utterly spent,

and all for worse than nothing, there was

nothing left him but to die. For days be-

fore his death he lay on his poor bed at the

cabin of the impatient farmer, stern aud si-

lent. Habby was getting in from the wash

and packing up our clothes at our old room

in the abandoned Institute before we left for

home
;
aud I had grave doubts as to how
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we were to get there, Laving paid most of

tbe money sent us by my father to the fret-

ful wife of the farmer as board, while I

watched, unasked, by the bed of the dying

man. He never imagined I was there for

that purpose ;
but there was no one else to

do it
;
and I had my pallet of a quilt or two

on the floor of his room almost unobserved.

"
Yes, Lord, yes," I heard him say that last

night, for I had been so often awakened by

the restlessness of Habby during his mis-

erable nights that I woke readily.
"
Yes,

Lord, yes," in a low, clear whisper of one

unconscious that he was uttering his one

unceasing thought even in a whisper, and,

as I was dropping over the edge of sleep

again after a long silence, "Yes, yes, yes, yes,

Lord
;
our little Luly was the first, Willie

next; it was very hard when Mary yes, yes.

Then our wine Lord, such pain, pain ! Oh,

Christ of Gethsem I loved her so, so, so !

The little ones, too. Yes, Lord, yes, yes."

Long silence, during which I would have

crawled out in the darkness, but I knew he

would hear me and know that I had heard

him. "
Now, this," he added in lower ac-

cents,
"
I thought, I hoped ! Yes, dear Lord.

Take the will, the wish ! Even so, Father,

for so it seemeth, seemeth And I pressed

my hands steadily to my ears that I might

hear no more, conscious, however, all the

weary night through, of the almost inces-

sant monotone "
Yes, yes, yes, Lord !" of

the dying man.

I was at the turning-point just then,

when, in ceasing to be a boy and becoming
a young man, youth has a season of unbelief,

as at other periods it has whooping-cough or

measles; and, soon after getting home with

Habersham, I told my father the whole sto-

ry of Professor Diusmore's effort and fail-

ure, in the study one afternoon, as a perfect-

ly unanswerable argument against Chris-

tianity, getting quite heated while I spoke
as from the fuel and fervor ofmy own words.

" My dear Carter," said my father at last,

with a patient smile, after I had talked

myself out,
" Professor Dinsmore is but one

of ten thousand cases ;" and he told me at

length the story of William of Orange, as-

sassinated after near half a century of strug-

gle against Spain, leaving every thing seem-

ingly to go to ruin. "Yet Protestantism re-

sults, my boy, from what seemed," he added,

"that agony of failure. How do you think

I feel, Carter," he continued, after a little,

"
when, after years of my most importunate

effort these politicians, under my preaching,

harden like sand before the surf into gran-

ite ?" For my father used what was consid-

ered as an extraordinary degree of illustra-

tion in his preaching for those days.
" Christ on Calvary seemed the most dis-

astrous failure," said Habersham, who was

with us, "and yet all Christianity is from

that !" And he said it, and a good deal more

to that effect, with a sort of electric energy,

his face glowing suddenly through its habit-

ual paleness like a living coal through its

film of ashes. My father looked at his in-

firm boy with surprise, and then said,
" God bless yon, my son !" the tears rising

to his eyes as he spoke. The fact is, my fa-

ther, hale and strong and sensible as he was,

had a good deal to try him just then, besides

the chronic pressure for money, that mala-

dy hereditary to the apostolic succession of

ministers.
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"!T is because we have reached a dead-

centre," my brother Habershain said to me,

in explanation of our somewhat doleful cir-

cumstances, a few weeks after our return

from the Archimedean Institute.

" A dead-centre ?" I asked, more like a lit-

tle boy of his grandfather than one would

bave expected of a stalwart youth of sixteen

in conversation with a brother, who, if sev-

eral years older, was so many sizes smaller

than myself. The fact, however, was, that

somehow my father himself, so fresh and

joyous in virtue of his perfect health and

quenchless enthusiasm, seemed younger than

Habby ; my mother too, merely a little girl

in contrast with him, in virtue of a certain

refined simplicity of bearing and cbarrn of

complexion, which she had retained from

her Virginia country home, as she bad its

peculiar idioms and inflections of language.

As to Habersham, he bad run, so to speak, all

to head. I do not believe he was an inch

larger than when ten years of age ;
but by

reason of hard study, sleepless nights, fre-

quent sickness, and strain of thought, tense

and never relaxed, his pale and care-worn

face was as that of a patriarch, as was all

his conversation.

"You forget, Carter," he said, somewhat

impatiently, "that time I explained it to

you, when Colonel Tom showed us the en-

gine at the penitentiary. The dead-centre

is the point at which the crank pauses a

moment at the highest and at the lowest

turn in its revolution. We all have been

smoothly and steadily active, and, after a

while, we will be again; but as a house-

hold we are motionless just now. At any
instant we go on again, hut whether it will

be up or down, who can tell?"

"Yes," I said, but not at all moodily. I

left that to him and, in her way, to Georgia.
" Archibald is gone, and never writes

;
father

is hopeless of influencing his church as he

does his penitentiary ; you and I are unem-

ployed, and do not know what to do
; good

Mrs. Brown, down -stairs, is the only one

who lives as serenely round and round in

her circle as the kitchen clock."

" It is a miserable weakness," exclaimed

my brother in his intense way, getting up im-

patiently, putting his hands in his pockets,

and walking up and down the parlor, in which

we were waiting for we knew not what, that

dreary afternoon, "to feel, like a fool, that

one has got to the end of every thing, the

darkness before you as solid as a stone-wall,

your nose grinding against it, no more fut-

ure forever. If I do have a contempt for a

fool, it is wrheu he feels in that way !"

And it was of himself that Habby was

speaking. He had the greatest capability

of contempt of any one I ever knew, and

the very gall of its bitterness he reserved,

alas! for himself.

"I'm very busy studying men," I tried

to divert his attention by saying cheerily ;

"somebody says, 'The proper study of man-

kind is man
" It was Pope said it, and," my poor broth-

er interrupted me,
" if there is one man

above another for whom I have a special

contempt, it is for Alexander Pope."

The two were so much alike in infirmity

and genius that the feeling was but part of

his self-contempt. Insanity is merely dis-

eased self-consciousness
; and, strange to say,

without an atom of selfishness in his nature,

Habby'e wrhole life was an unceasing action

and reaction between excessive self-appre-
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ciation and depreciation as excessive and

morbid.

"Now, there is Major Hampton," I went

on. " He is sincere. There never was a

man more ardently a Christian. His whole

heart"
" Not one grain of sense," Habby snapped

me np, savagely.
" One would suppose he

would know by this time that people don't

want to hear him. The warmer he is at

prayer-meeting, the colder every body else

gets. And not to know that the deepest

emotion is expressed by lowering, not lift-

ing, the voice !"

"Ah, well," I said, "from being an aban-

doned sot he has become a consistent Chris-

tian. Not a horse or carriage goes out of

his livery-stable on Sunday, even for a fu-

neral, if he can help it, and Sunday the very

day on which he might make most money;"
for the major had changed from teacher to

livery-stable keeper since we had been away
at school. "Wh,y, Habby!" I added, "he

won't let a race-horse enter his stable. And
there is General Hugh M'Neil settled here

since we left. He is a gentleman of the

grand, old-fashioned, stately type of South

Carolina"

"But not of Virginia," Habby broke in.

"Uncle Archibald had his faults, but he

never said, as General M'Neil did that day
he dined here, 'If you will allow me, my
dear madam, I will reply in the affirmative.

Your preparation of that turkey causes it to

be so succulent, that I may not deny my-
self the gratification of again partaking;'
his very words, and you know it !" Aud my
brother had given the pompons manner of

the chivalrous old soul so admirably that I

laughed heartily. Yet no one felt like smil-

ing, even when in the general's company:
there was such a genuine loftiness in the

man that smaller words than he habitually
used would have been out of keeping with

his slow and sonorous tones.
"
Well," I said at last,

" there is Mr. Apoth-

ecary Clarksou, that we tease Virginia so

much about."

"Except that he is not tall and thin and

starved, he is the very man Shakspeare
meant by his apothecary in ' Romeo and Ju-

liet,'" my brother replied.

"I like him," I argued; "he is so round,

and soft, and neat, and modest. He is only
as a mouse to a mammoth in comparison
with General M'Neil, but he is as true a gen-
tleman in his way; although I wish he did

not send Jenny so much perfumery. I'm

sure," I continued, since Habby did not think

enough of Mr. Clarkson, even to add his usu-

al "humph!" of scorn, "you can not object

that Dr. Grex is a mouse. There is a I

will not say gentleman, but an out-and-out

man for you ; yes, a sterling man !" But I

was sorry that I said it, for Dr. Grex was
the reverse ofmy brother. Tall already, the

doctor made himself more so by a military

bearing, which gave him a defiant appear-

ance, brouze-visaged, black-eyed, and beard-

ed as he was, prompt aud peremptory of

speech. However, as I said already, Habby
despised people only so far as they resem-

bled himself.

"
Yes, he is rough, uncouth a sort of King

of the Cannibal Islands," he replied ;

" but I

like him because he is himself, just as I have

a thorough liking for Colonel Tom at the

penitentiary. Next to God, human nature

is the grandest thing in creation that is

when it is as God made it." And I could

see that he fell to brooding over his infirmi-

ty : all paths led, alas ! to that.

"
Well, and there is Cosma," I continued

;

and as I said it, Habby, who was facing me,
wheeled suddenly and walked to the win-

dow, and never turned from looking out as

I continued :
" How kind it was in Governor

Hone! Cosma Adams is her name, isn't it?

I don't believe one word about her being
their relative

;
at least the relationship is

very distant. I tell you, Habby, it was be-

cause she was dead poor, had no relative or

friend living, that they took her. Did you
ever see such a bread-and-butter girl in all

your life ? Her face is as round and as full

and as rosy as a harvest-moon. As good a

creature, as pure aud good-natured as you
could wish; but she is just like those Cir-

cassian slaves white and soft and igno-

rant. 1 don't wonder the Turks say they
have no souls."

"Yonder is Mrs. President getting out of

her carriage, at Governor Hone's door," said

my brother. "Why can't she do it in a natu-

ral way ? Now she has turned to give direc-

tions to Bob, her negro coachman, modulat-
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ing her tones, selecting her words, accentua-

ting her syllables, even with Bob. Look how

she lifts the hem of her dress to cross the

sidewalk, as if it were a pedestal. She got

so used to being the focus of all eyes, when

she was iu the White House at Washington,

that she thinks the gaze of the world is on

her always. How different from mother!"

for, as we had grown up,
" ma " and "

pa
"

had given place, in speaking to and of them,

to "mother" and "father" "who no more

thinks of herself as being looked at than a

dove does or a deer. What I hate," Hab-

by added, "is the unnatural nature, pure,

sweet nature, is my idea. It is God's. He
said '

very good
' over it. He abominates any

thing not according to nature, and so do I."

"Well, then, there is Cosma Adams," I

persisted ;

" she is nature with a vengeance.

No wonder, poor thing ! she lived in a log-

cabin among the post-oaks, on a little scrap

of an acre or two with her old father, fifty

miles from any body else. They taught her

to read at home
;
and Mrs. Brown told me

she had told her that she did not see any

body but her father, after her mother's death

when she was eight years old, sometimes for

months together. She said they would wel-

come a peddler who chanced along as if be

were a king. I dare say his pack of ribbons

and beads was more to her than a Broadway
store to a girl on her first visit to New York.

You know Mabel Patterson, what a dark,

smart, sharp girl she is
; pretty as you please ;

but what a contrast to Cosma Adams!

Neither of us like Mabel, cah !" the excla-

mation being as much like that as can be

put into print "not one bit! But Cosma

has no more smartness or shape than a lump
of sugar."

"They ought to send her," I continued,

"to live at Mrs. President's. I looked over

at her last Sunday: she is in mother's class

at Sunday-school. There she sat, so plump,
and soft, and white, and silent, gazing at

mother with her lips apart, and her great

round eyes they look just like a stag's

wide open as if they never would shut

again. Mrs. Hone told mother that she is

good-natured as can be, loves their children

dearly,,but is so I think it was stupid she

said that they hardly knew what to do

with her."

"
I never heard you chatter so before, Car-

ter," said my brother, with irritation
;

"
gos-

siping like Miss Praxley. There's another

woman I can't endure," he added: "if she

had married twenty years ago, when she

ought, now ! It is unnatural not to be mar-

ried."

" I'm sure you ought to sympathize with

her," I hastened to say, blundering, as I gen-

erally did, because of the very haste of my
good intentions. " If there is a smart, tal-

ented, sharp woman in this town, it is Miss

Praxley. One gets afraid of her fun, as she

calls it
;
but a more talented "

"Talented! Yes," added Habby, "because

she never married. And fun ? Yes, she has

more wit, even, than any body else, but it's

her only escape from her desperate wretch-

edness !" For my brother was an old man in

language as well as thoughts and feelings.

He had told me that he seemed to himself

to do centuries of thinking and feeling dur-

ing the long and miserable nights he lay

awake, not sleeping a wink from dusk to

dawn. Now, I slept like a log. Even when

Habby's restless tossing and talking to him-

self wakened me, I knew I could do nothing
for him, and that he would hate to have me
know that he lay awake, and so I would roll

deliberately and deliciously over the edge,

of the precipice again into unfathomable

abysses of the sweetest sleep. I awoke ev-

ery morning at Habby's call, thoroughly re-

freshed, and strong as an ox. Therefore I

made matters as pleasant as possible for the

household, and Habersham in particular,

during this dead-centre of our fortunes, as

he called it.

And it was pretty trying, especially at

breakfast. Our father sat at the head of

the table iu his usual health, and without a

shadow of gloom about him, yet full of the

sermon he intended to write the moment he

got through. He never took his MS. into

the pulpit, and, on that very account, wrote

and rewrote every page of all he preached

with painful accuracy, as the great trunk-

fuls of the documents testify to this day.

Whatever was his theme, into that he went

with his whole soul. On one occasion his

reading, since settling iu St. Charles, lay in

the line of Romanism, and it took a series

of discourses to express his growing horror
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of the enormities of the Mau of Sin
; nothing

quite so clear as the unscriptnral wicked-

ness of popery ! His temperament swept him

along like the Gulf Stream, until good Col-

onel Archer ventured to remonstrate as to

whether the Master would use quite such

language, for, with Colonel Archer, Jesus

was the instant and invariable test by which

every thing and every body was tried. As

to Mr. Patterson, saturnine and bitter, he

closed his conversation on the same subject

with his pastor by saying, "One or two more

such sermons agaiust popery, Dr. Quarter-

man, and you will have every sensible man

in your church eager to subscribe toward

building a Romish chapel. Who cared for

the pope? and you are creating an actual

sympathy for him." So far as fat Mr. Clem-

ming was concerned, no one could assent

more cordially, when in conversation with

his pastor, to the enormous wickedness of

Jesuits, Inquisition, Alexander the Sixth,

confessionals, and the like, and to the im-

portance of putting Protestants on their

guard against the same; but, then, in con-

versation ten minutes after with others, he

would heartily assent to the opinion very

generally expressed, adding himself, "Oh,

yes, certainly, I agree with you ;
what is

the use of attacking people who are not here

to defend themselves? Controversy never

did any good, anyhow !"

As to all other evangelical churches, my
father so heartily agreed with them that it

was often urged against him that Dr. Quar-

terman was, in fact, more of this, that, and

the other denomination than of his own.

Yet, when compelled to it by what he con-

sidered his duty, beginning in a quiet way
the statement and defense of the views of

his own denomination, the Gulf Stream,

once turned thitherward, would rise and

roll and pour warm, strong, and with ever-

increasing volume in that direction.

" It is the man," Governor Hone would say

to my mother, dropping over of an evening.
" He goes into nothing into which he does

not put his whole heart. Look at our peni-

tentiary. Colonel Tom Maxwell tells me the

doctor has made such sheep of the convicts

that any force there is a sort of farce
;

lit-

tle more use for revolvers and chains, bolts,

bars, and the like, than if they were toys

7

and the officers were playing at keeping jail.

Of course, Colonel Tom exaggerates, but he

says he wasn't built to be a shepherd over

sheep ;
and if the prisoners do not get up a

revolt soon, do something or other requiring

discipline, he intends resigning. He is jok-

ing, of course, for the colonel thinks there is

no man in the world like your husband."

"I am glad, Governor Hone," said my
mother, "that Dr. Quarterrnau has had the

penitentiary to keep him occupied, as well

as sincerely glad of the good he has done

there. He is restless when he has not

enough to do is not evidently accomplish-

ing something. I wish he could feel more

satisfied

"
By his success inside our church," Gov-

ernor Hone added for her, as she hesitated.

" No pastor could be more beloved and hon-

ored
; but, beyond a certain point "the gov-

ernor completed his meaning with a wave of

his hand, as when in the Senate-chamber at

Washington. What he meant was, beyond
a certain point human nature not only will

not be coerced, but human nature will rise

against the compulsion will resent and

resist any coercion to be and to do- what it

acknowledges is right.

"These convicts," the governor added,

"are boxed up by four stone walls; they

have to stand and hear and reflect. They
can't slip away from themselves any more

than they can from their chaplain. Almost

every man in our church is a politician, or

dependent upon politicians, and we are, as a

class, the worst men living yes, madam, the

toughest, intellectually the most corrupt and

hopeless class, and getting worse and worse

every year. If I had my way, madam,"
added the statesman, gathering up his loose

limbs and standing up, as he always did

when he grew interested in what he was

saying,
" I would collect every politician in

the land into one vast penitentiary, walls a

hundred feet th-ick and a thousand feet high,

Colonel Tom as warden, and turn them over

till they died, every man of them, to Dr.

Quarterman. America would be the hap-

piest land on earth then, and your husband

the right man in the right place. Good-

evening, my dear madam. Do come over

and see Sukey ;
she never goes out, you

know."
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I have often hoard my father say that he

never had cause in his life to regret a syl-
I

lable my mother ever said, much less any

thing she ever did.

" It was on my tongue, Carter "
(this ex-

plains why I mention it), she remarked after

the governor had gone,
" but I try to be so

prudent ;
it was on my very lips to tell the

governor he is so fond of a good joke what

a thermometer Major Hampton is to your

dear father a something, I mean, to show

him when he is getting too warm. When the

series of sermons on the prophecies was going

on, the major became so violent at prayer-

meetings in vindication of the prophecies it

almost turned the whole into ridicule. It

was frightful the way he spoke of the Catho-

lics there during your father's sermons about

them. It puzzles the officers of the church

to know what to do with the man. He was

so very wicked and is now so good, is so

heartily in earnest, so eager to benefit every

body, so fervent in prayer, and visiting the

sick, and he gives almost all he has to the

various causes."

" Why do the officers not have a kind talk

with him ?" I asked, for I had been so long

away at school I did not fully understand.

"All of them have talked with him," said

rny mother,
" and your father has even

prayed with the major in his study over it.

But he says it is his duty to speak in meet-

ing, and he dare not disobey. It distresses

your father. He says it is like the damsel

that followed Paul at Philippi, praising him

at the top of her voice along the streets, ex-

cept that it is impossible to believe that it

is a bad spirit possessing the major. Your

father never was so puzzled in his life," my
mother said, laughing. And it was such a

relief to her to have me to talk to about

things she never mentioned to any other

person in the family. It is the solid satis-

faction of niy life, that as long as I can re-

member she relied and rested upon me.
" It is not genius or talent I like," Vir-

ginia had once said, in her quiet way,
" but

strong common sense."

"
They are so fussy, the talented people,

Miss Praxley and Habby there," Georgia

concurred, herself the fussiest of mortals,
" that I can't endure them ! Habby is so

cross, and Miss Praxley is so very smart, it is

like mustard and pepper. Now, Carter, and

Mrs. Brown, and myself oh yes, and Cos-

ma Adams we are the bread and the beef.

Yes, and Squashy here you darling! is

like the sugar !" Squashy being the name

of Mrs. Hone's last baby, generally brought
over by Georgia, when in that mood, of an

afternoon, to be cuddled and kissed and

then got very tired of and carried back.

Mrs. Hone was a very domestic woman, with

a swarm of children, and, especially toward

the advent of yet another, the mother was

very willing Georgia should, provided she

promised to take wonderful care of it, be a

mother to Squashy as much as she wished.

It was a shame so to style the infant of the

governor of a sovereign State, but the little

lump of flesh and blood was so yellow as to

its abundant hair, and so superabundant as

to cheeks, and shoulders, and body, and dots

of legs, that the name came to it as natu-

rally as the lumps of sugar from the dish,

or the kisses and spasmodic huggiugs from

Georgia, and the petting from all the rest.

But I was intending to say how doleful a

time it was to us all just then. My father

had the largest salary of any pastor in St.

Charles, and my mother was versed in econ-

omy as some persons are in poetry, and good
Mrs. Brown was as methodic, as to the sup-

plies passing through her hands, as was the

coffee-mill of its morning grains, to the

grinding of which I awakened every day.

But we kept open house, and it was not

often we did not have some friend to sup-

per, if not to dinner : some agent for some

thing or other in the guest chamber all the

time. My father said, too, that a pastor

must be an example to his flock in liberali-

ty. The presents made him by his people

were frequent and munificent
;
but they

would not risk wounding his feelings by

giving him money or, in fact, any article

of substantial value toward housekeeping;

it was a gold-headed cane, a splendid ink-

stand, a silk dressing-gown, a superb Lou-

don edition of some cyclopedia or other, a

set of costly silver or china, or something

of the kind. My father never used the very

magnificent arm-chair which obstructed his

little study ;
it was generally heaped with

religious papers and uncut Sailors' Maga-

zines; but what a rest it would have been
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could the money paid by his frieuds for the

same have gone to remove certain pressing

debts instead !

The solemn fact is, the family were great-

ly in need of money at the juncture of which

I am now speaking. What could niy mother

do ? As to Virginia and Georgia, the idea

of their doiug any thing to help never en-

tered their dreams
;
and such a thing would,

if carried out, have shocked the community,

destroyed the standing of church and pastor.

The wind, which makes vessels move all the

faster the harder it blows, but smote upon
them as upon flowers rooted to the spot, and

having nothing else in the world they could

do but bloom and breathe their fragrance

upou the air. Habby and I felt it worst

of all.

" It was all very well," Habby said to me
at last, growing more irritable every day,

"very well for a mouth or so after we came

back from school. We had been gone a

good while, and a little rest and talk and

being petted was well enough. But now,
what? Here we are, Carter, great, hulk-

ing fellows, dependent on our father. And
there is Archibald, the smartest as he is the

oldest. Humph ! Look at the girls, whom

you and I ought to be providing for."

" Did you know that Apothecary Clark-

son is actually addressing Virginia?'' I re-

plied, for I felt so deeply our situation that

I would not talk upon the subject.
" Bah !" scoffed my brother,

" I'd as lief she

married a mouse. Talent ! What am I good
for ? I tell you, Carter, I'm getting so I can't

stand it. I hate to sit down to table. I

can't bear to have father help me to the

beef. I'm so ashamed of helping myself to

butter! To think how old I am, and never

did any thing all my life but live upon my
father ! Reading, and reading, and reading,

for what ?" and my brother, who had not

slept at all, I felt sure, the night before,

walked up and down the room, his pale face

becoming more ashen, making his hair seem

of a brighter red. " I tell you, Carter," he

said, "I'm getting desperate. I feel within

me the fire and the force of a giant and

look at me, and see how my Maker treats

me. He manages to find bones and body

enough for every ass that brays, and yet "-

aud there was a wild gleam of insanity, al-

most, as he ground his teeth and stood in

front of our little looking-glass gazing stead-

ily at himself I never knew him to do it

before with scorn and contempt. "You
rat !" he said with rage, at last,

"
you misera-

ble abortion ! you, you
"
aud, not intend-

ing to strike the glass, hitting, as ever, only

at himself, at one furious blow the mirror

rattled to atoms at his feet. Having thus

reached its climax, the storm broke aud

rolled away in peals of laughter. That is,

on my part, I can not say that I altogether

felt like laughing, but I did it as the best

thing I could think of just then. Some of

us have heads inches thick and natures slow

to move beyond measurement, but this burst

of feeliug on the part of my brother was

enough to decide even me. I went to bed

and slept sweetly all night, whatever he

did, for, from that moment, my course in life

was transparently plain.
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MY most intimate friends will open their

eyes \vide with wonder and then have a

good laugh over it, because this is the first

time I have ever breathed a hint to that ef-

fect, yet I can not remember the day when

it was not a thing already decided upon by

me, that I, Carter Quartermau, would be a

minister. There were personal experiences

of mine in reference to religion, concerning

which it is impossible for me to say a sylla-

ble, now or at any other time
;
but I sup-

pose, next to that, it was because from my
birth I thought my father was, as a minis-

ter, the happiest as well as the most respect-

ed and influential of men.

I was a silent sort of body, particularly in

reference to myself; and, although no son

and mother were ever more confidential than

we two, I know that even my dear mother

never dreamed of such a thing. I never

became a minister, as the reader will be

relieved to know. Had Archibald settled

down to business, I might have at least tried

to carry out the supreme wish of my heart.

Or, if my next elder brother, Habersham,
had been of a vigorous constitution, it would

have been otherwise with me. But that

night he shivered our looking-glass, my life-

long aspiration perished as by the same

blow. I am of a robust and healthy nature,

have grown accustomed to a wholly diifer-

eut life, yet the One who made me knows
lh:it death itself could hardly have been so

bitter as was this disappointment. Even
death looks forward to resurrection

;
but

this loss was to rne eternal. To this hour I

have more pain in thinking of it than I care

to confess
;
and I write these lines as an

epitaph upon myself as I heartily hoped I

might have been, and will never refer to the

subject again.

Habby said that the dreary time at home

after we came back from school was like

the point at which the machinery pauses.

With me it was but the pause of a mouth or

so, and I do not recall any since.

"
Now, look here, Carter," I said to myself,

as I dressed the morning after the conversa-

tion with my brother just recorded;
" there

is not the slightest use of bothering any

body at home about this matter in the way
of talk. Nor is there any use in running
around. I dare say Mr. Clarkson would give

me a situation in his drug-store, but I could

not bear the confinement. Besides, the idea

of a great broad-shouldered chap like my-
self rolling out pills and measuring prescrip-

tions is absurd
; my fingers are not delicate

enough. I could grab at, and I believe stop,

if it was running away, the strongest horse

Major Hampton has in his stable; and I

know that the major would put me in charge

at a round salary, but I know, too, that

mother and Virginia wouldn't like it. I am
,

coarse enough now, and horses would make

me coarser. There is Colonel Archer, he

would have me in his law-office, but it would

take years before I could get to the bar;

and if you think, old fellow, I intend to let

you live upon your father in that way, you

are thick-headed with a vengeance. Then,

what about Dr. Grex ? Ha ! let's hold on

a moment. What a splendid fellow he is,

so tall and straight and vigorous doesn't

care a cent for any body. I do wish he

would comb that tangled hair of his occa-
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sionally, aud not walk with bis head thrown ' such a worn-out look upon his plain, pinched

quite so far back. But there is no affecta- face, so old, old, the red hair all drawn, like

tion about him. He saws a leg off as if it that of a drowned man, over his broad, high
were a log, except that he has more pleasure forehead. I loved my poor brother : I dare

in it. I do like Dr. Grex, as I like Colonel say because he was so talented, but I had

Tom Maxwell, as one likes a clear, cold

morning.
" What a pity it is he is such an abomina-

ble infidel, such a deliberate and desperate

heathen ! Halloo, Colonel Tom I had not

thought of that! I wonder how much he

would give me ;
and I'm strong enough with

my fists in case there should be a row, and

the colonel is pining for one among the con-

victs. But Virginia and mother will never

hear of that
;
and as to Doctor Grex, he

might strike me full in the face with a 'No'

if I asked him, aud even if he said '

Yes,' it

would take years before I could be paid for

even holding people while he cuts them to

pieces.
" General M'Neil, as clerk of the Supreme

Court, would receive me like an embassador

from an emperor. I can hear him this mo-

ment :
' I ain able to reply in the affirmative,

it gives me considerable pleasure to state.

grown to have the affection, in my dull way,
of a woman for him. To speak frankly,

neither the girls nor my mother understood

Habby ; my father, because he was so busy
and so vigorous, least of all. Aud Habby
was so sarcastic, bitter, moody. There at

the Archimedean Institute we two were

thrown so completely upon each other also.

He had helped me so much in my studies,

and I had helped him so far as a strong arm

was needed; ours was a sort of union of

body and soul. I ought to be ashamed of

it, but there were tears in my eyes as I lean-

ed over him that morning. I am sure a

mouse could not have been more velvet-foot-

ed than I was, but as I looked upon him

his eyes were suddenly wide open and look-

ing full iu mine. I hated so to have dis-

turbed him, blundering as I etei'ually am,

that I slipped away aud down to Mrs. Brown

without a word
; but, somehow, there was

The emoluments offered you for copying \

a wholly new and closer relation between us

opinions under my superintendence will not from that hour.

I went to Mr. Patterson's commission-be commensurate with your qualifications ;

yet, for the sake of your esteemed parent

stuff aud nonsense! Yet the general's words

became him as Mrs. President's dress and

manner do her. What's the use? It's Mr.

Patterson, of course ! Hold on Miss Prax-

ley ! She would do it ! I declare solemnly,"

aud I actually stopped in the act of tying

my neckcloth, "I've half a mind to try it.

She would do it, if it were only for the fun

of the thing! Not more than ten years old-

er than I am. Run away ? Wouldn't St.

Charles have an electric shock? And what

a lovely pair we would make walking down
the aisle! What a fool!" I recalled my-
self to myself with indignation. "And you
were not going to talk about it. You knew
from the first it wras Mr. Patterson." But I

stopped as I went down-stairs to look in at

Habby. All the sleep he seemed to get was
iu the morning, and I hud to step lightly.

I could tell what sort of a night he had pass-

ed, by the state of his bed, all tumbled and
tossed by his restless rolling, and I leaned

over him, as he lay literally exhausted, with

house direct from prayers, which followed

upon breakfast. I would a good deal rather

have asked a favor of Scotchy Strange, who

kept the leading billiard-saloon of St. Charles,

gambler, drunkard, bully notoriously the

worst man in the city. Satan is, we all

know, so bad because he was once au angel

and fell, and Scotchy Strange was pre-emi-

nently bad. in virtue, in vice I should rath-

er word it, of having apostatized from his

training as the son of an eminent minister

iu Scotland
; upon the whole, he was avow-

edly the worst man I remember. Mr. Pat-

terson had been thoroughly disgusted with

Archibald's course when with him, and was

far from being the zealous friend to my fa-

ther he used to be
; was, I had reason to be-

lieve, really an enemy instead
; which, how-

ever, was but another reason why I was re-

solved to try him
;
but oh, how I hated to

do so! I walked as rapidly as I could, like

one on his path to the dentist, aud who fears

that his night-long resolve to have a tooth

out will fail before he can get there. Reach-
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ing his imposing establishment near the

post-office arid at the very centre of business,

I hurried by a clerk or two who were sprink-

ling and sweeping out within, and found Mr.

Patterson in the little partitioued-off room

at the back, just arrived and unlocking his

iron safe.

"Good -morning, Mr. Patterson," I said,

and then added, not seeing a particle of rec-

ognition in his eyes,
"

it is Carter Quarter-
nman.

" Good -morning, sir," he answered, with

a sort of sour surprise ;
and I saw by the

change in his swart, sallow face from sur-

prise to dislike, that he knew on the instant

why I had come, and had his refusal ready.

The disadvantage with men of his strong

and bitter prejudice is that the deep aversion

they may feel will show itself; the skin as

well as the lip is too thin to hide the meas-

ure of dislike they entertain. And, even at

that critical point in my fortunes, I asked

myself if this could be the same man who

was so eagerly and energetically my father's

friend when we first came, his face then so

brilliant with smiles, his long hands so cor-

dial in their grasp !

"Well, what is it?" he asked, turning

from his safe to his tall red desk, and ar-

ranging his ledgers for the day's work.

They used to say at home that I am some-

thing of a Spartan in conciseness : on that

occasion, at least, in as few words as I could,

I related very respectfully my situation, and

my purpose to go, if I could, into business.

"
Well, but what is that to me ?" Now,

if he had faced me looking full in my eyes

as ho said it, I would have made an excuse for

troubling him and walked out
;
but he stood

with his back to me as he spoke, opening
and shutting his books, his small, projecting

head low down between his shoulders, his

hollowed-out temples making his head seem

still narrower to my side-view. " You have

blundered as usual, Carter," I said to myself.
" Why didn't you go to him at his house ?

Aud don't you know people are always a1

their worst so early in the morning? You

knew enough not to have come to him al

all. Yet this is your best chance in St

Charles, your only one : go ahead !" And ]

continued aloud,
"
I am very strong, as yon see, sir. Your

jusiness is the out-of-door, active sort of

work I would like better than any other, and

your house stands the highest in the town.

[ thought if you had an opening
"Do you happen to know," he said, still

with his back to me, "that a brother of

yours Alexander, Archibald, something of

the sort was once with me ?"

"
Yes, sir," I said promptly,

" and that is

one reason why I called." He was too shrewd

not to understand what I really meant, and

I felt that as an advantage on my part

when, as if he did not understand, he re-

plied :

" You should have said you were cool as

well as strong. If your father thinks "-

sorting the papers upon his desk with a uerv-

ous haste "that because he happens for

the present to be pastor of the church I at-

tend, aud which I helped to organize before

he was heard of, he can use me as a con-

venience, he is mistaken. You did not know

me !" And I wondered, as he said it, wheth-

er a man with so malignant a face could get

to be a saint, singing some day before God

in heaven, by reason, notwithstanding all

that, of being so exceedingly energetic, as

well as free with his money, as a church of-

ficer here.

The manner of Mr. Patterson was worse

than his words, and all my blood was boil-

ing ;
but my love for all at home, and my

purpose to try it out to the end, having no

other way open to me, held me as steady as

a vise. I was glad, too, that I had not

known before coming how bitter he was.

"No one but yourself, Mr. Patterson," I

said, respectfully, "knows, or ever will know,

any thing at all about my coming. I knew

that you were a severe master, but I wanted

to learn your business more than any oth-

er, aud I wanted to know it thoroughly. I

ought not to have troubled you, sir. I am

sorry I did," which I most sincerely was.

"
Good-morning, Mr. Patterson."

As I said it, he turned from his desk to go

to his safe again, and for a second or two

we looked each other in the face as I bowed

and left. No man in St. Charles quite so

sharp, shrewd, and experienced in men as

he. Scotchy Strange was a blasphemer,

black and bitter and bad, but no man could k

be quite so intense in his displeasure as Mr.
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Patterson, his not so much the lesser bit-

terness of gall, the metallic bitterness rath-

er, inflexible and unchanging, of quinine.

Scotchy never entered a church, of course,

and Mr. Patterson never failed of a service

on Sunday or of prayer-meeting. His de-

light was to be on the spot when it rained

tioned the Church
;
Mr. Patterson always

spoke of the Church, never of Christ. Such

was Mr. Patterson, and I was only Carter

Quartermau. He made no reply to my re-

spectful good-morning, but I felt, as I walk-

ed out, that by reason of his keen knowl-

edge of people he must know me thorough-

FOR A SECOND OR TWO WE LOOKED EACH OTHER IN THE FACE.

so hard that no one else, besides my father

and the sexton, was present. His prayers
were concise statements of want, clear and

urgent rather than supplicatory ;
but no man

could do more, or give more, or endure more
for the Church than he. Colonel Archer had
exclusive reference to Christ, never meu-

ly, and that, knowing me, he had no ground
for disliking me that I could see.

From Mr. Patterson^ store I walked stead-

ily out of the city, and a good four miles

into the country. I knew of no other place

in St. Charles at which I could apply for a

situation, and when I found myself at last
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iu a barren old field, abandoned, with bro-
1

ken fences, to blackberries and stray stock,

I bad " worked off my steam," as they say

on river boats, to such a degree that I sat

down upon the edge of an old gully, my
weary legs dangling down over its edge, to

rest a little before going back.

The city was built upon a series of rolling

bills, soon melting away from brick houses

closely clustered together into broad plan-

tations, each having its large mansion near

the various highways, with negro-quarters,

cotton-gin, and press away off in the fields

behind them. It was summer, sultry, and

slow, and dull, the dead-centre of the year

as well as of the family.

And now a little matter took place which

I almost resolved to leave out, it looks so

like fiction, whereas it is, like every line I

write, simple fact. As I sat clown, a whole

herd of hogs, which were reposing in the

mud at the bottom of the gully, half arose

in loud protest against the intrusion. I hate

a hog, and, boy-like, always threw something
at one on sight ;

but nothing was handy, and

I was tired out, and so we all settled down

together into a sociable idleness. By merest

accident I noticed, as I sat, that the hogs
had wallowed out one side of the gully, leav-

ing it perfectly black in contrast with the

red earth. Very slowly, indeed, I grew in-

terested enough in the fact, as I got rested,

to rout out the swine, that was half my mo-

tive, and to examine the matter. With my
knife I dug out a lump of the black sub-

stance, put it in my pocket, and walked

home. For many a long day I forgot all

about it, but I think you will agree it is well

worth whiles, my putting the fact on record

in its place, for the sake of what came of

it afterward.

Dinner was over when I got home, and I

eat so heartily of good Mrs. Brown's cakes

and pies, that she was constrained to re-

mark, as she dried her hands and arms of

the soap-suds from a washing-tub :

" I'm glad to see yon eat so, Carter ;
but I

didn't intend to bake until day after to-mor-

row
;
and now I mus^go at it right away.

You are growing bigger every day will

be as large as your father, if you'll only be

half as good."

When I came down-stairs after brushing

up a little, I found that Miss Praxley and

Cosnia Adams were in the parlor.
"
Good-day, Mr. Sunburn," said the former,

as I came in ;

"
you are more brown than

beautiful. What mischiefhave you been up
to ?" for Miss Praxley

" detested old folks,"

although herself beyond I don't know what

age, and took special pleasure in the socie-

ty, and, I fear, slang, of young people. She

was rich and good-looking, very full of her

fun, and people said she was "
peculiar," and

laughed with her as well as at her. " Of

course, I don't care as much for you as Cos-

ma here
;
but I'm a little tired of Miss Vir-

ginia. My dear Miss Propriety," she added,

to the last, "did you ever do any thing at

all out of the way ? You are as proper as

Mrs. President."

My sister Virginia was a little languid,

and Miss Praxley wearied her, and we were

all glad when Georgia came in from school,

and entered, on the other side of the room,

into a sort of romp of words with Miss Prax-

ley, whom we all really liked, for she was

energetic and generous beyond all of "our

members," a kind of Mr. Patterson in petti-

coats, all the bitterness and obstinacy left

out. My mother came in, after a while, and,

somewhat to my dismay, Cosnia Adams, seat-

ed between Habby and myself, had to be

entertained. I wondered that Habersham

did not slip out to his everlasting books up-

stairs, for he never went into society, seem-

ed to be shrinking into himself from it more

and more. But he had been obliged to come

down into the parlor when the ladies called,

no one else being then at home, and he staid,

relying upon me to relieve him of Cosrna.

And if ever a person tried hard to interest

her, I did, if only to drive Mr. Patterson out

of my mind. She had improved since I saw
her last, and seemed to be a modest, silent,

somewhat freckled country girl ; nothing re-

markable in her plump face, beyond her beau-

tiful teeth and large and wondering eyes.

She had come with Miss Praxley, and that

lady was full of some project for tableaux,

I think it was among the family, on the

other side of the parlor. I tried to enter-

tain her, as against time, Habby showing a

sort of indolent comfort in being near her,

but never opening his lips.
" I was out in the country this morning.
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You lived there before you came, Miss Cos- energy, "for I milked her.

In

would sit on a log, and dabble

ina ?" I said at last, and in despair.

"Yes, sir," she said, and brightened so

much about the eyes and lips that I added :

"Please don't say 'sir;' I'm only Carter.

Tell a fellow something about it your

country, I mean."
" There was nothing about it," she said,

gravely.
" There were only father and I

;

my mother died when I was eight years

old. We lived there together, that is all."

"
Yes, I know," I said, solemnly ;

"
your

house was a good deal larger than the State-

house down town. From the upper win-

dows you saw great fields of cotton, and

corn, and negroes. A wide river rolled by."
u
No," she said, relaxing a little

;

" there

was nothing but a creek. In winter it had

places full of minnows and mud-turtles,

summer I

with my feet ; but it would go dry."

"And the house ?" I asked, trying to make

her feel at home. She answered :

"Oh, it was but a two-story log-cabin,

not as big as this room. We cooked and

eat down-stairs; two little rooms up stairs,

one for father, and one for me. I lived there

ever since I can remember. I love it dear-

ly."
" How glad you mnst have been when the

stage stopped at the door to leave papers!

So many people, too, coming and going," I

said.

"
Oh, that is your fun," she replied, begin-

ning to enter into the spirit of the thing

under cover of the rattle of talk across the

room. "There was no stage. We didn't

live near any road. It was only when peo-

ple got lost that they stopped at our house.

It was nothing but a cabin on the hill-side,

big walnut-trees growing around it, with a

well on one side. Why, the field where fa-

ther worked was only two or three acres,

full of stones and stumps and blazed trees.

We were off so to ourselves that I started

rabbits every morning when I went to the

well after water. I've seen deer run across

- our field often and often. And there were

ever so many snakes. Wo had a cow."
" I knew her," I said, gravely ;

" she look-

ed exactly like Miss Praxley : her name was

Mrs. Grundy, and she hooked."

"She didn't," my companion said, with

105

She did not look

a bit like any body, and her name was Pink.

That was her color. I loved her dearly, and

she always
"

" When you went out, said,
' Good-morn-

ing, Cosma,'" I ventured. " She told me so

herself."

"
Oh, she never !" said the girl, like a girl.

"Moo was all I ever heard her say. We
had a dog. Bran was his name. Rabbits

were so common, he would only look at them

and wag his tail. A buck hurt him with

his horns: Bran jumped on the buck drink-

ing from the hen-trough at the well. We
buried Bran in a corner of the fence under

a walnut-tree, and piled up stones over him.

I thought I ueVer would stop crying. But

I had a cat, and I was glad they would not

fight so any longer. You would call it dull
;

but I loved it. After all the work was done,

I would take my doll, and sit under the trees

by the well, and sing and sing. That was

when I was a little thing. Father taught
me to read

;
would take me in our little

wood -wagon to the cross-roads to get my
TCiiugs for me, and things for the house.

Our horse had only one eye; he used to

plow. His name was Zeus."
" Deuce ?" I asked.

"No, Z-e-u-s," my companion spelled it

for me. " Father said it was Greek. Most

of his books were. I read the Bible over

and over again. I skipped a good deal, but

I know all the stories and parables by heart.

How I used to read and read ! Of summer

under the trees
;
not much of winters : we

had no gas, you know. But how I used to

love to sleep, right under the clapboards of

the roof, you see. I could touch them with

my hand as I lay, and the rain falling on

them made it seem^so snug. But father

sent to Governor Hone we are related

before he died, and they took me away.

It was a happy, happy time we had there

so happy !"

"Cosjina!" Miss Praxley called to her

across the room "how you rattle on! I'm

astornshed at you. But don't let Mr. Broad-

boy humbug you. That silent brother of

hilfthe Rev. Mr. Wise, is the one you should

listen to !" For one of Miss Praxley's pecul-

iarities was that she had a hundred names

for her friends.
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" Don't mind Miss Praxley, Miss Cosma,"

I said
;

" aud I'm as foud of Piuk and Bran

and Zens, jnst from bearing about them,

as you are. And don't you remember those

three solemn frogs. I almost saw your fa-

ther the day he dug out that hen-trough

out of a walnut log, you remember, and

when you moved it there were those three

frogs in a row."

"Why, how did you know it, Mr. Quarter-

man ?" the girl said, opening her eyes;
" but

so they were. I've upset the log trough

hundreds of times to see them."

"I wonder you didn't read," ventured

Habby,who seemed to be interested
;
"some-

thing besides the Bible, I mean. Don't you
love to read ?"

" Read ? No, I don't. If there is one

thing I hate to do, it is to read. I never

would again," the girl said, with entire can-

dor,
" would never open a book again as

long as I live, if I could help it. Mrs. Hone

never does. What's the use f
"

Mr. Patterson had hurt me badly, worse

than I had thought at first, and the girl was

a relief. Besides, I wanted to amuse Habby.
"But what do you like," I continued,

gravely,
" besides me ? Of course you like

me most."
" No !" she said

;

" I don't know any thing

about you. Like ? I like to milk. I didn't

like to churn
;
but I like to drink fresh but-

termilk."
" So do I," I said, sincerely,

" when it's out

of a big, clean, yellow gourd the little bub-

bles upon it are so cool to the tip of your

nose, and then the little lumps of fresh but-

ter in it, too. With fresh hot -corn pone,

aud plenty of butter and honey And I

smacked my lips sincerely, for Mrs. Brown
is not the only member of the household

that remarked pretty often on my appe-

tite.

" So do I," Cosma said, simply and sympa-

thetically ;

" I like to knit, but not to sew
;

and to ride Zeus, not bareback, you know,
but with a blanket thrown over him. Aud
I love sunflowers and hollyhocks, and to

drink out of the well-bucket when I'm hot;

iiud I do love to sleep. You can't think how
I can sleep, sleep !"

Habby seemed to take a sort of satisfac-

tion in sitting there, and, with her face

brightened by the topics, the young girl

and I became good friends, and were sorry

when Miss Praxley said, at last :.

"Well, Mr. Chatter, I do hope you and

Miss Butter are satisfied. The Princess

here, and Miss Bounceabout could hardly
hear a word I said. G ood-day, Mr. Solemn "

to Habby "I see you are composing a

sermon, and we will come and hear it when
it is done. Come, Cosma

;
at least fifteen of

Mrs. Hone's babies are crying for you, and

that blessed little Squashy leads the cho-

rus come."

The same night and it must have been

near midnight I was aroused by my brother

out of my usual deep slumber. He had evi-

dently not slept a wink, and I saw in an in-

stant, sleepy as I was, that something be-

yond any thing I had ever known before had

befallen him.
"
Carter," he said,

" I am suffering great

pain. Please dress and go down to Clark-

son's, and get me a phial of laudanum."
" Toothache ?" I asked, grumblingly, yet I

knew at once. " Don't stop to talk," he said,

not impatiently.
" I do not want to dis-

turb you or any one else. But I have suf-

fered so long and so terribly that I will not

endure it any longer. Go, and as quick as

you can !" Now, I do not think that the

smartest people have all the sense there is

in the world. An ox may be neither a

nightingale nor an eagle, aud have, none the

less, an instinct as strong, if not as refined.

Had Habby been merely pale, I would not

have noticed it
;
but he was livid instead.

Besides, he was too calm and set in his man-

ner. Once or twice he lifted his hand to

his cheek, but instantly let it fall again, for

it was impossible for him to lie. There was

a certain tone of kindness to me, too, which

was suspicious. I got up, however, aud

went down without a word, and as I felt my
1 way down-stairs, I slowly knew what to do.

In fact, the moment he left my room I had

slipped into my pocket a phial of red ink with

which I had- been at work trying to teach

myself book-keeping, in case I got into bus-

iness, aided by an old treatise I had bought.

Shutting all the doors after me as I went

down, I stirred up the fire in the kitchen

well enough to see
;
next I washed off the

label of my phial, poured out almost all of its
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contents, filled it up with water, and shook

it well, leaving it quite near the color of

laudanum. -Strange to say, I had no spe-

cially sentimental thoughts about it. Ar-

chibald would never have done such a thing

as Habby proposed, would never have dream-

ed of it
;
but I was afraid of this dwarfish

geuius, so unlike us all. I remember it even

dashed upon me that it was another evi-

dence of his genius, recalling what he had so

often told me about Chattel-ton. After wait-

ing by the kitchen-fire long enough to make

him think I had gone to the apothecary's

and got back, I crept upstairs, and gave him

the phial, saying, "There it is, Habby; I

hope it will relieve you."

"Thank you, Carter; I am sure it will,"

he said, in tones which convinced me that

my instincts were right. "Good -night;

and," he added, "don't light your caudle."

I suppose my wits were sharpened; but

I understood even that. So that when I

felt for and found a letter upon my table I

knew perfectly well what that meant, and

was careful to put it down exactly as I found

it the same instant. Then I went to bed,

and to sleep. It seemed but a moment
when I was awake. But it was late, and

the sun was streaming into my room. Hab-

by was standing beside me. To my aston-

ishment, he was radiant with joyful excite-

ment. I glanced at the table ; the letter was

gone ;
and I slowly understood it all as I

dressed.

" I slept like a log," my brother said,
" and

you can't tell how much better I feel to-day.

I'm so grateful to God that I am that I

am I mean, I am so glad I am well. You

have no idea, Carter," he added,
" what an

unprincipled scoundrel I am in a good

many ways. But I am goiug to try and not

be such a miserable mite any more. What
a glorious day it is ! Oh, you never mind

;

things will come right some day!" And he

fairly rattled on in the happiest mood I ever

knew him to be in before or since. Of course,

I never opened my lips to a soul, much less

to him
;
but I do know that, having touch-

ed that night the lowest point of his dead-

centre, he has risen ever since. I prefer to

speak about it thus in the fewest words pos-

sible.
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IT was just one week to a day, after rny

conversation with Mr. Patterson, that I

happened to be passing his business -place

in the centre of St. Charles. Although I

thought of nothing else during the inter-

val, I had said nothiug to any one in re-

gard to securing employment, because there

was, after going over all of them in my
mind, not a soul to whom I could speak. I

am satisfied that every member of the fami-

ly, with more or less intensity, was suppress-

ing a good deal of thought upon the same

general subject, unless it was Georgia, who

took life very much as a rosy cloud of morn-

ing takes whatever breezes happen to blow,

most of her breezes, however, springing up
within herself: often freshening into gales,

and blowing in any other than a right direc-

tion. Habersham had grown moodier, more

sleepless and savage, as the days wore by ;

but I had no fear now that he would do any

thing desperate. I no more suggested ruy

matter to him than I would have suggested

a spark to powder. As to iny mother and

father, their very silence was more to me
than any words, for ours was a large family,

expenses were heavy, money very scarce.

As I said, I chanced to be passing the

broad double doors of Mr. Patterson's estab-

lishment. It was on my way to the post-

office, and I noticed, as I drew near on the

same side of the street, that Mabel Patter-

son was standing, her face from the street,

conversing with her father, who stood just-

within his doors. I also observed that, a

dray had backed up to the sidewalk, laden

with three hogsheads of sugar, to judge from

their dirty appearance, and it was all done

in a flash ! The driver must have been ei-

ther a born fool or drunk, or, which is much

the most probable, so exasperated at some

of the sharp words which Mr. Patterson

was quite wont to use to those under him.

that either without noticing or caring where

the girl stood, he pulled out the last of the

two iron standards in the tail of the dray

by which the hogsheads were held. One

moment more and the girl would have been

struck from behind with the full force of

the hogsheads. In the act of lifting my
hand to my hat, in case she should see me

with a sidelong glance, and, seeing, should

conclude to recognize me, I saw the descend-

ing cask, rushed in between, was knocked

down, and lay at full length on my side, act-

ually "chocking
" the hogshead as well as

the two others behind it, the tons of sugar

not actually rolling over and crushing me

to death upon the pavement, because they

had not got the momentum they would, have

had by the time they would otherwise have

struck the lady.

We are queerly constituted. My chief

feeling, as I fell, and then endured the enor-

mous pressure upon my person, was one of

supreme pleasure, a sense of solid satisfac-

tion. I was worn out with want of occupa-

tion just before, and now I was doing some-

thing! Then came a flash, as of a magic

lantern upon a screen, of the astonished face

of the girl turning round, and of the sallow

countenance of Mr. Patterson, his hat off and

a pen behind his ear. It is absurd, but I

thought, "Won't that drayman catch it from

him for this !" and then I had fallen over the

edge of a precipitous cliff, deep, deep down
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into litter unconsciousness. I am fain to

tell all the facts, and must add that the first

time I saw the drayman, loug, long after-

ward, even before apologizing to me for his

carelessness, he remarked,
"
It's glad to see you I am, Mr. Quarter

Cartel-man, by reason uv wanting to ask

you a question."

"What question, Mike?" I demanded.

"'Tis this, sir; what in the name of the

saints did Mr. Patterson mane by tearing

out, and as soon as he saw you under the

sugar, yelling at me, 'This is a plot between

you, ye villains!' Holy Mary! what plot

did the old man mane? It bothers me in-

tirely. If iver a cross-grained, supicious,

malignant man iver drew breath, it's him:

mighty free with his soft words, and his

hard money when he likes
;
but a thousand

times worse nor a tiger where he don't like.

Plot between us ! It bates me intirely. Can

you tell a man what he meant, Mr. Carter-

man ?" But all that was long afterward.

On coming slowly to consciousness, al-

though one mass of pain from head to foot,

I brought back with me from the depths
the same sense of supreme satisfaction.

Yes, solid, positive satisfaction, underlying
all my bruised body and broken bones like

the very bed upon which I lay, the enjoy-

ment of a sudden duty as suddenly and

fully done
;
and I believe I would have car-

ried it with me into heaven, had I gone on

into that world instead of returning to this.

I awoke, to know, through the mist and

meshes of bewilderment and pain, that I

was not at home. Had I not become insen-

sible, I am sure that I would have resisted

to my utmost the disposition that was made
of me

;
would have insisted, with the ox-

like obstinacy with which I am charged by

my friends, upon being carried to Dr. Grex's

office, anywhere rather than directly home
to shock my mother, or to Mr. Patterson's to

distress myself, as the result proved. For

so it was. I came gropingly to conscious-

ness again, to find myself as if I had ex-

changed my body for a sort of wooden box

paining me at every point, and in a room

which I had never entered before. For

some moments I lay still, looking slowly
around from the mantel to the engravings
on the wall, to the figures of the paper-

ing, and the furniture, trying to find out
;

but all was new and strange. I had taken

for granted that the lady seated by my bed

was my mother, or Virginia, or Georgia, or

good Mrs. Brown
; and, now, looking full at

her, I saw to my horror that it was Mabel

Patterson.
"
I beg a thousand pardons," I tried to

say ;

" excuse me for lying here
;
I was not

aware And I tried to get up, only to

rack myself as against a box which was

all points and sharp edges. Mabel Patter-

son!
" Not one word, sir," she said. " Please

lie still. They will be here in a moment."

Yes, of all persons in the world, it was Ma-

bel Patterson, and I wondered if she did not

know why I grew suddenly so hot in the

face
;
for I remembered it was a stealthy

kiss upon my forehead which had com-

pleted my slow awakening a little before

from my stupor.
" Mabel Patterson ! Here is a pretty ket-

tle of fish !" was my coarse statement of the

case to myself, as I lay with my eyes closed,

for before I went to the Archimedean Insti-

tute, I had met Mabel at Sabbath -school,

and had fancied that, as is the way of boys

and girls, she had taken a liking to me.

The more she did what I supposed was in-

tended to show her liking, that much the

more, boy-like, I receded. She was dark,

with an abundance of black hair, and quick,

keen eyes a girl of decided character,

prompt, impulsive, liable, like her father,

to prejudices, either for or against any one,

sudden and strong. Although three years

younger than myself, what I imagined to be

her marked school-girl liking for me simply

alarmed me. About six weeks before Hab-

by and I left for the Archimedean Institute,

she said to me in a low tone, as we stood to-

gether at the library of the Sabbath-school

one Sunday afternoon, waiting for the libra-

rian to give us our books,
" Wasn't it you, Carter ?"

" Me ? What ?" I replied, greatly put out.

"Ah, never mind, you know what
;
never

mind. You are the only boy I know who

would have done it."

Nothing more was said. And really it is

not worth narrating, but the Sabbath night

before she was walking rapidly home by
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herself from church, her father being de-

tained, as he often was, to a meeting of the

officers of the church. I was some yards

behind her, also alone, when I saw a half-

drunken man, who was leaning against a

lamp-post, put his arm around her waist as

she passed, and try to kiss her. It took but

a moment for me to run up, plant one foot be-

hind him on the curb- stone, and, with a firm

hold upon his collar, whirl him backward

over my knee into the mud of the street.

He was quite stout, very top-heavy already,

and made a tremendous splash. The girl

fled homeward with a little shriek, as I did

to our house as well as I could for laughing ;

but, because it was Mabel Patterson, I never

told any one about it. The liking of the

girl for me after this, at least .what I fan-

cied, like a conceited young fool, was her

liking, became so marked, as I imagined,

that I was rude in avoiding her. The fact

is, I made such blundering business of it that

Mabel at last took a violent dislike to me,

and seemed glad of an opportunity to show

it. I had not seen her all the years since,

had not once thought of her, I am afraid
;

and now, here I was in her father's house

helpless my nurse, Mabel Patterson.

"
Eternally blundering, as usual !" was all

I said, closing my eyes, and then shuddered

to feel another kiss, a fervent one, upon my
forehead.

" Box or no box, I'll get up and run," I

said to myself, and opened my eyes to see

that it was my mother this time, Mabel

having disappeared.

"My dear Carter," was all she said, so

quietly, such music in all her face and man-

ner and tones
; no, there never was before

or since such a perfect lady as my mother.

Virginia is like her, but the perfection, the

quaint excellence, so to speak, of my dear

mother belonged to a sunny something in

the region in which she grew up.

"Your father left for a meeting in the

country this morning," she went on to say ;

"Virginia and Habersham will be here di-

rectly. We won't venture to let Georgia

come just yet," she added, with a smile, her

hand on my brow.

"Is she making any to-do over it at

home?" I asked.
"
Georgia loves you dearly, Carter, and is

making a terrible time of it," my mother

said, laughing. "It is all Mrs. Brown can

do to manage her. For we all do love you,

Carter, more than any one else in all the

world, I'm afraid." Ah, the sweetness of her

way of saying it !

" Love me ?" I began with genuine sur-

prise.
" I had not thought"

"
No, sir

;
not a bit of it," said another

voice, loud, harsh, decisive. " If I'm called

in, Mrs. Quartermau, you must be called out.

You must let me have my way. You can

not stay, madarn; should not have come in.

Please go at once. Charles!" aud I knew,
as she left, that it was Dr. Grex.

"What on earth did you try to chock a

hogshead for with your body ? I did think

even a boy would have had more sense," ho

added, turning down the bedcover, and run-

ning his hands over me as if I were a sick

negro instead. Yes, Dr. Grex, tall, rough in

face aud manner, as well as in his exceed-

ingly plentiful and disordered hair.

The doctor had been an active, a very

active, surgeon all through the Crimean war,

going over there from his medical college

from pure love of cutting off legs, reveling

in the blood and agony of the battles from

devotion to his calling. The devotion of a

sculptor to his art best represents the en-

thusiasm with which Dr. Grex went at his

patient with, so to speak, mallet and chisel.

But people dislike to be treated as so much

marble, and only the reputation of the doc-

tor, as by far the best as well as the rough-

est and most independent of surgeons, would

have given him the practice he had the

chief practice of St. Charles and all the

region around.

Nothing was more common those days at

that political centre than" difficulties" which

resulted in leaving somebody killed or badly

wounded, Dr. Grex being as invariably call-

ed in at the concluding stages of the affair as

bowie-knives and pistols at the point going

before. But the most noted peculiarity of

the surgeon was that he was an infidel. Peo-

ple can hardly understand now what a

weight went with the word in those days

and in that latitude. Even Dr. Grex dared

not speak upon the subject. Any avowal

of infidelity would have ruined him, had

he been ten times the surgeon that he was.
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But he never entered a church, and was full

of sarcastic remark iu reference to Chris-

tians. As it was, people classed him with

Scotchy Strange, the bad billiard -saloon

keeper, his roughness being regarded as

part of his intellectual wickedness.

He had given me a thorough examination

while I was still unconscious, Mr. Patterson

being so fortunate as to catch him in his of-

fice, and had now returned with his negro

boy Charles, as strong of limb as he was jet-

black of face, and who had been, trained to

do what his master ordered with the stupid

precision of a blacksmith's vise.

" I intend hurting you like thunder. Will

you take chloroform ?" he asked, as he spread

out his surgical articles upon the table be-

side my bed, Charles laying off his coat, roll-

ing up his sleeves, adjusting himself, from

long habit, to the case with as little emo-

tion as a pair of tongs.

"No, sir, I won't," I replied, promptly.
" I'm curious to see the operation."

"
Very good. Don't get to whining like

a sick puppy. Charles !"

And as he said it, the doctor disarrayed

me from head to foot with a rapid hand.
" You are a stout fellow, Carter, my boy ;

brown and tough as oak
;
wooden all over,

head too, I dare say," he continued, contem-

plating my naked person with somewhat of

a cannibal-like satisfaction as he passed his

swift palms over me from head to foot, ask-

ing as he went,
" Hurt here ? hurt now ?"

and, when he had completed a thorough ex-

amination,
"
Ha, not as bad as I had hoped,"

with a laugh ;

"
but," encouragingly to him-

self,
"
pretty bad, pretty bad," and, between

the doctor and his grim assistant, it did hurt

as they went to work with a will upon a

broken shoulder and fractured ribs.

It seemed singular to me at the time, the

curious kind of solid satisfaction underneath

and quite beyond reach of all the pain. An
actual satisfaction, not this time as of duty

done, but now of duty begun again ;
a posi-

tive pleasure in it as, with teeth set and

breath drawn with the regularity of an en-

gine driving a boat up stream, I endured

greater pain than I had before supposed

possible to be endured by any one. Deep
down in my soul I felt, and as if I were in-

trenched there and apart from, independent,

and master of, my body that I had reserves

of endurance in me for ten times that meas-

ure of suffering, for infinite and unending

pain, if need be a species of triumph in con-

fronting and defying the worst that agony
could do.

"Regular Spartan, heh ?" Dr. Grex re-

marked, pausing to throw up his heavy hair

from his forehead with his left hand while

he wiped the moisture from my brow with

the other. "The sweat is the only way you
let out your pain ;

sweat away, Carter, my
boy. But what an ass you were to lay your-

self like a log before a rolling hogshead ! If

you had chocked it with your head instead,

it wouldn't have hurt you. Charles!"

And at it this inquisitor and his black fa-

miliar went once more. At least I suppose

so, for somehow I slid the next moment, as

over the rounded edge of some Niagara, into

utter unconsciousness; and when I woke

again, it was to find Dr. Grex and Charles

gone, their work done, and my mother and

Virginia and Habersham bending over me,

with tears and kisses, so far as the ladies

were concerned. Habby, however, was cyn-

ical to the last degree.
" You wTere at least doing something," he.

said to me when he got the opportunity ;

" and I am the older. I wish it had been me,

though it had crushed me dead !"

" I am sorry to bother you all so," I said ;

and was about to add,
"
Oh, how I wish

I could be at home instead !" But I knew
that remark would add to the trouble, and I

kept it to myself. I smiled to think that

good Mrs. Brown would go instinctively to

making rice batter-cakes, as she invariably

did when any body was taken sick, whether

I was there to get them or not.

" What does Georgia think of things ?" I

ventured.

"Georgia? Oh, she has gone off into a

gust of new aversion to Mabel Patterson,"

my mother said, in lowered tones and with a

smile. " She says if you had hurt yourself

for her, now, or Cosma Adams, she wouldn't

have cared; but she is out with you, Car-

ter, for having done it for Mabel. She says

you ought to be heartily ashamed of yo-ir-

self."

"We told her," Virginia added,
" that Ma-

bel is an only child, and has had no mother
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since slie was a baby to keep her from stand-

ing on her father's sidewalk while things

were rolling about. Dr. Clarkson sent it,"

Jenny added as I held her hand, iu the act

of bathing my brow with cologne, by a look

of inquiry at the huge cut-glass bottle; but

I knew it before she spoke.
"
Yes, he caught up with us on the street

;

came up panting behind us with it," my
mother said, with a mischievous look at Vir-

ginia.
" He had heard of the accident. It

will be in all the papers, Carter
; they will

agree about something for once, I suppose."

"Jenny treats him so coolly, I wonder he

doesn't pine away," I said. " You should be

ashamed of yourself, Jeuuy, he is such a good

man, so round and smooth and soft-spoken.

I like Dr. Clarkson !" For I did not want

to speak about myself.

"So do I," said Virginia. "The parlor

seems unfurnished when he is not seated on

the sofa by the piano. Georgia laughed so at

supper the last time he was with us, when the

Sally Luuu gave out. you know, she got into

.such hysterics over it, I was sure he would

never come back. Georgia can not endure

him. She flounces out of the room the mo-

ment he comes iu. If he were not so good,

lie never would come. Oh yes, I love him

dearly !" The fact is, we had talked over

the whole accident, and how much I was

hurt when they first came in, and, now, by
mutual consent, rattled on, to hide anxiety,

about any thing and every thing else. Hab-

by is not the only morbid member of our

household
; I, for instance, always have had

a dislike to being the topic of conversation,

always changed the subject when I was, oft-

en abruptly, I fear
;
not being the polished

and highly cultured individual you would

naturally have expected iu the sou and broth-

er ofsuch persons, had you ever known them,
as my mother and Virginia.

"
I like Dr. Grex," I said, "just as I like

Colonel Tom Maxwell; something so whole-

some about them. You know I never fan-

cied Mrs. President much, because I am so

'uncivilized;" and I went on to tell about

some of Dr. Grex's remarks, especially how

peremptory he had been in turning my
mother out of the room.

" Did you ever notice, Jenny," I said, for

my mother was out somewhere to make

matters smooth and convenient with Mabel

Patterson and the servants,
" the preposter-

ous fur cap the doctor wears? He killed

the animal, whatever it was, himself upon
ope of his hunting excursions. What a tall,

splendid-looking fellow he is !"

" I can not endure him," said Virginia, with

a flush
;

" a coarse, rough, disagreeable person
is bad enough, but for a man to affect rough-
ness as he does is contemptible. If you must

go and get your bones broken, Carter, it is

a great pity you could not get a gentleman
to"

"
Oh, come, come, come, this will never do,

never!" And, without taking off his queer

cap, the person spoken ofcame, the third time

that day, into the room. You must go out,

madam miss, is it ? This foolish chap must

be kept perfectly quiet. I left express or-

ders with the fool that answers the bell. If

he were my Charles, I'd tan his hide for him.

Come, miss, I can't have it !"

Virginia was standing beside me, bathinsr

my brown face with cologne, when he br>

in upon us. It was by reason of the refi

tiou thereof, so to speak, upon Dr. Gre

face during the silence following on

rude tones which caused me to turn i

head, with considerable pain, too, and I si

that my sister had deliberately taken h

seat, and was looking steadily at the doct

with a face of serene amazement. There

was a something in her attitude and bear-

ing which could never be put on paper. We
have always nad an absurd feeling in our

blood as if we were of royal lineage, and

Virginia looked at the surgeon as Eliza-

beth would have looked at Raleigh or any
of the rest if they had attempted such lan-

guage.
" I was saying, Carter," she went quietly

on,
" that it is so much better that a man

should also be a gentleman. I have brought

my tatting with me, see ;" and she held up

her ivory sticks, or whatever they call them,
" and I am going to work by you while you

doze or sleep. You mustn't talk, Carter."

I dare say my sister's beauty and her own

unconscious consciousness of it had their ef-

fect, for I never saw her looking quite so

pure and fresh and lovely as with the love-

liness, somehow, of her soul in her eyes and

face, as she did then. How wonderfully she
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was growing to be like my mother! It

may have been a magic charm in her style

of dress, the rare combination of its colors

that day with her complexion; or it may
have been some peculiar grouping and drap-

ing of curtains behind her; possibly her sym-

pathy with me, by reason of the pecular nat-

ure of the accident, may have brought the

charm of her beauty to her outer self, I'm

sure I do not know why. But I do know

that, for once, Dr. Grex had met, and most

unexpectedly to him, his full match. As I

had turned to Jenny before to understand

what was reflected in his face, the next mo-

ment I had to turn my eyes to his rough
and bearded countenance to comprehend
the deep color that suddenly suffused my
sister's cheeks and brow and neck, and I

understood it in the astonishment of ad-

miration which the doctor was too blunt

and outspoken a man to prevent expressing

itself, at least in his eyes and manner. It

was all so sudden and embarrassing to all

of us, that we were glad my mother came

in on the instant.

" My dear, we must go," she said, with an

inclination to the surgeon, that indescriba-

ble curve of the head which she had learned

in the old, old times. "
Good-bye, Carter

;

come, Virginia:" but my sister was slow in

wrapping up her work and rising from her

chair and bidding me good-bye ; very slow

and collected about it, indeed. I fancied

that Dr. Grex was a little louder and rough-

er with me after they were gone than be-

fore
; but, somehow, his rudeness did not

seem to me as natural and unaffected as it

had been.

CHAPTER XVIII.

FROM the first hour of my accident I felt

iat the whole thing must be unpleasant to

tr. Patterson. If I must get myself crush-

1 in the act of saving his only child, it did

}em hard on him that I should be laid, a

perpetual reminder thereof, under his very
roof.

"How are you this morning?" he would

say to me, coming to my bedside after break-

fast, and drawing on his gloves as he spoke,

to go to his business. " How did you sleep ?

Are you suffering much pain ? Can I do

any thing for you down-town ?" But he said

it in such a hurried way, was evidently so

little at his ease, that I could not but sym-

pathize with the sallow -visaged, nervous,
and keen-set man, so capable of hearty de-

votion of purse and person whenever he

could have his own way, and so bitterly set

in his hostility when he was crossed. I un-

derstood matters perfectly. My father had

thwarted him, and for years now he had

brooded over some way of asserting him-

self against a pastor so popular, but in vain.

And here was I crossing him also
; yet in

such a way that it was impossible for him
to resent it in the least degree. I had no

feeling but of thorough liking for the many
8

practical and admirable traits of a man who
was universally conceded to be the best

business man in St. Charles, fully capable of

managing any and every thing in the way
of a bank or a railway, an insurance compa-

ny or a manufactory; no better trustee of a

fund or executor of an estate living. I would

have preferred to be under my father's roof;

but, being where I was, I adjusted myself to

the house as I did to my slowly mending
bones

;
and in virtue of my temperament,

I was entirely at my ease, at least in a mor-

al sense, and was completely at home with

Mr. Patterson even when he was ill at ease

with me.
" I can imagine how he must be troubled

all day with questions as to my hurt," I said

to myself one morning, after he had bid

me an uneasy and awkward good-day, and

had departed.
" Let me see if I can not fix

things;" and so, in my slow and steady fash-

ion, I applied myself, as I lay, to thinking it

out. My father had got back, and was in to

see me every afternoon. Had I been dying,

I hardly think he could have given me one

of his mornings, so sacred were they to his

study and his sermons. My mother and Vir-

ginia came and went continually. Georgia
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made a point, even to the derangement of

her own school-hours, to call when she knew

Mabel would be at school
;
for even I shrank

from any concussion between the two im-

petuous young ladies Mabel deep and de-

termined like her father, and Georgia ardent

and open like hers. Mrs. Brown did really

and truly love me, or she never would have

got out of her orbit as she did, bringing me

crumpets and cakes, which I am satisfied

had been hitherto mere poetic aspirations

in her own mind, realized for the first time

under the pressure of affection for me and

profound distrust of Mr. Patterson's cook.

But I consulted with no one
;
it is not my

way. I did think of doing so with Haber-

sham, he was so moody and miserable, pure-

ly to give him that much employment ;
but

concluded I would not.

"Mr. Patterson," I said at last, "there is

one thing, if you will pardon me, I would

like to ask

"Certainly, certainly," he said, shifting

his safe-key from hand to hand, for he was

just starting that day, breakfast over, for

his store,
"
oh, certainly."

"Please, what has become of Mike?"
" The scoundrel who hurt you ? Dis-

charged. He was in a temper about some-

thing I said to him. I believe he did it on

purpose to hurt Mabel. Why do you ask ?"

" He has a large family of his own," I said,

as if merely thinking it over, "and his super-

annuated parents are living with him. Ex-

cuse me, I only asked ;" but I had too much

sense to say any more. My host understood

me on the instant. When I got out again

I found that Mike was in Mr. Patterson's

employ again, ten times the man for work

he was before, and, however Mr. Patterson

managed it, I am sure it was a relief to him

to do that much for me, although it was all

that ever passed between us on the subject.
" How are you this morning, Carter ?" he

asked me the week following upon this,

coming in just after my own people had

gone. "I hope Mabel has not neglected

you. If there is any thing I can do
" Will you please hand me my pantaloons,

Mr. Patterson ?" I replied.
"
They are hang-

ing in that wardrobe." And when he had

got them,
" Please take out a little paper

package from the right-hand pocket."

I think Mr. Patterson must have thought
me out of my wits as be placed the parcel in

my left hand.
"
Chewing-gum, I suppose," he said, "or

tobacco."
"
No, sir," I replied,

" none of us use ei-

ther;" but I knew already how suspicious-

ly he would regard that reply, for and he

was the only person in St. Charles holding
such an idea a hatred of tobacco was one

of his bitterest opinions. I think he made
it the more of a hobby on that account, for

such a notion as that was laughed at as a

fanaticism unworthy even of contempt. If

there was a man or boy, white or black, in

all that region who did not use the weed, I

never heard of such a person, apart, I mean,
from Mr. Patterson and our family.

But I was speaking of the parcel in my
hand.

" It is something I have never spoken of

to any one," I said to Mr. Patterson
;

" I wish

to consult you about it. Will you please

sit down a moment. The morning I got

hurt," I continued, as my host took a seat

near my head as I lay,
" I had dropped in at

the rooms of the State geologist, on my way
to the post-office. They know me there, and

I wandered about among the specimens of

ores and fossils. I wanted to find out what

that is;" and I shook out of the paper a

lump half the size of my fist on the bed-

cover. " Can you tell me what it is, Mr.

Patterson ?"

My host took the object suspiciously be-

tween his finger and thumb. I remember

how long and nervous his hand seemed as

he did so. He looked at it, smelled it, tasted

it, weighed it in the palm of his hand. I

watched his face closely as he did so. What

an amazingly sharp, smart, swift -minded

person a business man gets to be when of

the temperament of Mr. Patterson, and un-

der stress of the unceasing strain on him

that he endured and enjoyed! The trouble

with him was that his skin was too thin for

the sudden vigor of his inner conclusions;

the very thinness of the lips, also, making
them too lithe and flexible to be under the

complete control of one whose very success

must lie, not more in thinking and feeling

clearly and instantly and vigorously, than

in concealing his thought and feeling from
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any with whom he might be bargaining at

the time. He could not help it. He un-

derstood the whole affair at once, and per-

fectly. Without saying a word, he went to

the chamber-door, opened it, looked up and

down the hall outside, and carefully closed

it behind him. When he came back to my
side he had recovered himself, and seemed

as cold and indifferent as a man could be,

but it was too late.

" What do you think it is, sir ?" I asked,

as he laid the lump carelessly on the little

stand beside my bed, resting his hand be-

side it.

"I am no mineralogist," he said, com-

posedly.
" Is it a specimen from the shelves

of the State geologist?"
" Dr. Zweuky thought it was when I

showed it to him that day," I replied.

"When I asked him what it was, he said,
' You must put dat back, mine leetle big

boy. Leetle boys must look and learn, but

dey must not meddle, nor big boys eider.'

Then I asked,
' But what is it, Dr. Zweuky V "

"And what did he say?" added Mr. Pat-

terson, trying to hide his eagerness under a

smile at my mimicry of the German, for I

attempted to imitate the doctor because I

myself was greatly excited by the excitement

of Mr. Patterson.

"Oh, uothiug, sir," I replied, "except, he

said as he looked at the lump all around and

around through his owl spectacles: 'Ah,

miue young friend, if we could only find oue

leetle bit of dis in dis State ! Dat is from

England or Ohio de label is off I forget

which. Ah, if we had one goot ap-propria-

tiou from de State to make one grand sur-

vey, but dey want de gelt for bolitics.' I

am keeping you too long, Mr. Patterson,"

for, weak as I was, I felt that I was master

of the situation, felt physically stronger ev-

ery moment, and oh, how exceedingly glad
for Habby aud the rest no tongue can tell !

And my original purpose in speaking upon
the subject, in part at least, was to put my
host more perfectly at ease with rue. It is

so much easier and better to be manly and

be done with it
;
and so,

" He said," I went

on, "that it was coal, the best article of bi-

tuminous coal. The doctor became more

and more interested as he examined it, still

supposing it was a specimen of coal from his

collection, and told me that the stratum must

be from four to six feet thick, aud a great

deal else that I could not understand, half

German, half Latin."

"And it was from his shelves ?" Mr. Patter-

son asked, with suppressed eagerness, rising

to his feet.

" Oh no, sir," I said, simply ;

" I could not

have had it in my pocket to-day if it was.

I did not tell Dr. Zwenky. You are the

only person I have mentioned it to. If you
will go into it with me, I will be glad; I am
anxious to give my brother Habershani a

complete education. Why, Mr. Patterson,

my brother, such a little body as he looks,

so weak and small, is the most talented boy

you ever knew in your life." And in the

pride of my heart I launched out iuto a

glowing account of the success and stand-

ing of Habby at the Archimedean Institute.

It had become the habit of my life by this

time to defend Habby, even when no one

had alluded to him, from the false infer-

ences I knew they would foolishly draw

from his appearance. I was so full of Hab-

by aud his wonderful genius that I hardly

noticed it, but I fancied even then that there

was a softening in the rigid countenance of

the dogged and severe old mau who stood

listening patiently to me, his fingers me-

chanically closing and unclosing around

the fragment of coal upon the little stand,

placed there for my medicine and meals.
" But what do you want me to do, Carter?

Of course I knew all about your brother;

your father told us all about him, and often

enough, long ago."
" Please sit down, Mr. Patterson, for a mo-

ment," I said. " I don't intend asking it of

you as a favor that is, not only as a favor

but as a matter of business. I have sev-

enty-three dollars and sixty-two and a half

cents in bank that I made picking cotton at

the Institute
;
but you understand things so

much better than I do. Now, if you will go
in with me, you see. The laud is not worth

ten dollars an acre. We ought, I suppose,

to make compensation to the owners after-

ward in addition, but if you would go ahead

and buy up the land meanwhile

"Where is it near St. Charles!" ho

asked.
"
I am so desirous as to Habby, and
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and You will be true to me, Mr. Patter-

son ?" I stammered.
"
Yes," he said

;
and although I could have

wished that he had taken my hand as he

said it, I saw that he meant yes entirely, and

no two school -boys could have been more

heartily at ease and at home with one an-

other as I proceeded.
" You remember that day I called on you

about a situation !" blundering, as I always

did, in asking such a question.
"
Certainly, Carter," he said,

" and I have

been wanting to say to you how greatly
"

I interrupted him,
" What I was going to

say was that it was such a providence you
refused me that is the way my father

would look at it !" Then I told him in full

about my walk into the country, my discov-

ery of the coal in the gully wallowed out by
the hogs the whole story, in fact, the exact

location of the land and all and I knew by
his keeu attention how deeply interested he

was.

"And now, Carter," he said, rising at last,

"if Dr. Grex came in and saw your excite-

ment, he would take a stick to us both. Let

matters rest. Do not speak of it to a soul.

I will keep this coal, if you have no objec-

tion. Your business is to be as quiet as you

can, and get well and strong. I will attend

to things right away. But you must not

be so sure
;
there's many a disappointment.

No coal has ever been suspected in the State.

Besides, it may be a very small quantity,

not enough to create a market. All that is

to be done I will do. Go to sleep."

Strange to say, I took his advice, and

rolled over the edge, as usual, into the

depths of slumber, and I do think I can

sleep as hard, sleep as tremendously, as any

body. I seemed to have all of Habby's share

of sleep, poor fellow, as well as my own.

"Won't you take my order for my money
in bank?" I demanded of him, as he put his

head in for a moment next morning on his

way to business.

"No, not to-day; but I may want it soon.

I will want it if we buy. When you are

ready for her, and she has washed up the

breakfast- things, Mabel will come in and

give you a game of chess. Morning!" I

must say here that, in washing up the cups

and saucers, glass and silver, after breakfast,

Mabel did what every lady in the South, how-

ever many negroes she owned, always did.

At home, before we arose from the table, Mrs.

Brown sent up from the kitchen an enor-

mous pan of hot water. Placing this in the

tea-tray before her, my mother, with a crash

towel, three yards long, over her left arm,

always washed up the things. Whoever

happened to be there made no difference,

and, as she washed, and elaborately wiped

cups and saucers and spoons, we had a

thoroughly social talk together as we idled

around the board, rolling the napkin-rings
across the table or trying to hand a milk

goblet with a spoon balanced on its edge
around the circle without letting it fall.

People in our day would be horror-smitten

at such conduct; but we were idler and

happier then.

Mabel Patterson came in after finishing

her duties that morning, solely, I suppose,

because Cosma Adams had "put on her sun-

bonnet and run over," as she and all the

rest phrased it among the ladies in St.

Charles, to see how I was.

"I'm almost glad you got hurt, Mr. Quar-

terrnau," Cosma said, in her simplicity, after

our first salutations, dangling her sun-bon-

net by its long calico strings as she stood

by my bed flushed from her walk
;

" I hard-

ly knew Mabel before. Now we have got

ever so well acquainted !"

I did not want to look at Mabel after

that, and therefore asked,

"When did you hear from Pink, Miss

Cosma ?"

" Pink ? Our cow ?" she exclaimed, with

wide eyes. "Why, what?"

"Miss Cosma Adams," I said, gravely,
" didn't you toll mo Pink had a pen of her

own ?"

"Did I? Yes, she did, at the house-end

of the pasture lot," she replied, looking at

me with the child's face of her country in-

nocence.
"
Well," I added,

" she wrote with her pen

to your Uncle Hone, to complain to him as

governor of the State about the way you
used to ride on her calf."

"
Oh, what a story ! she never !" exclaim-

ed the girl. "And I never tried to ride it

but once, and then it ran from under me,

and I fell on the grass."
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"Anyhow, Bran saw it. Old Zeus said

'Neigh, neigh/ when the governor sent to

fiud out. It was he who told a story, be-

cause he liked you for scratching his ears.

Please get the chess-men, Miss Mabel," I

continued
;

" I want Miss Cosma to see what

a splendid game you play, and how stupid

she and I are."

Our visitor stood upon one side, holding

her sun-bonnet in her hand, with doubting

eyes as Mabel arranged the chess-board, re-

moving the things from the little stand at

my head to do so.

"
Oh, it is gambling ;

it is a sin !" she said

at last, with anxiety.
" If you tell stories

so, and gamble, too, where, Mr. Carter," she

added, with grave sincerity,
" do you think

you will go ?"

" Nonsense !" Mabel Patterson began, with

tones and manner very much like those of

her father. " I beg your pardon, Cosma,"
she corrected herself immediately ;

" a story

is wicked only when we deceive or try to

deceive, and that aboiit Pink was his fun.

Gambling is when things go by chance, and

chess hasn't a bit of chance in it, has it, Car-

ter ? Mr. Carter, I mean."

"No, no chance, all smartness or stu-

pidity. Now, this horse -headed thing," I

explained to Cosma, looking on askance, "is

the knight. See what a stumbling sort of

move it has, always bouncing about in ev-

ery body's way. Just like me. That white

piece on her side and this black one on

mine are the two queens ; they are the ones

that do most in the game ;
all the rest are

men, you see, and can not stand against the

women. Two of them, you see :" I rattled

on, to hide a good deal of pain just then in

sides and shoulder
;

" one of them is Miss

Mabel, and the other is Miss Cosma."
" Then I will be the white one," said Cos-

ma, eagerly.

"Very well, and I will be the black one,"

Mabel said, not looking up, but setting her-

self steadily to her game. What with the

matter of the coal, the pain, and the pres-

ence of two such young ladies, to one long
secluded from female society, or society of

any kind, I felt sharpened up like a razor

fresh from the hone. Yes
; Cosma, with her

milk-maid fairness, plumpness, rustic sim-

plicity, was the white queen. But Mabel

Patterson was something more than a bru-

nette, in comparison with this blonde. She

knew that I was watching her face as she

sat, her hand hovering over her queen,

meditating her next move, and knew, oh,

how much more of all that was depending
than did her companion, whose conscience

would not allow her as yet to assent so far

to our playing as to sit down.
" Beautiful black hair," I said to myself,

ofMabel
;
"forehead low, but well rounded

;

eyebrows perfectly arched
; straight nose

;

lips red and flexible, but not full, unless it

is of purpose."
" Miss Mabel," I added aloud, and, as she

looked up,
"
eyes," I continued to myself,

" so black and deep and determined ;" but

I merely added,
" Please do your best this

time. I want to see if I can not beat you."
" I will," she said, her eyes lingering in

mine, and then falling upon the board.

Nothing more. It may have been my quick-

ened sensitiveness, owing to the pain I had

endured and was then concealing, but her

full, steady eyes were to me, during the flash

of that instant, as the gates through which

I saw my future for ever and ever. Allow

me to keep my history perfectly straight

and clear and true by saying that I had

never been in the least, nor was I then, at

all in love with Miss Mabel Patterson. I

am compelled to say that aversion was my
deepest feeling ;

the prettier she was, the

stronger the aversion, and she had too much
of the quickness of her father not to know
it. I have a lumbering way of philosophiz-

ing, and it came to my mind on the mo-

ment, surely our eyes are nearer to the text-

ure of what our bodies will be in heaven

than any other part of us. Suppose a fel-

low were clad to-day in frame and flesh as

crystal as is the eye, how ethereal he would

be, how translucent to light, imparted or

received. Yes, and how very awkward it

would be in my case if it were so with me
this instant.

When I looked up at Cosma Adams, I saw

that she knew something was in progress

that she could not understand, a game deep-

er than chess. Her full, round cheeks were

paler, her blue eyes larger, her full lips

opened as if about starting upon a run.

" Miss Mabel is beating me, Miss Cosma,"
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I said, plaintively at last, as my adversary

deliberately placed her queen in my back

lines, castle, bishop, knight, and every thing
else of hers threatening my king from the

front.

"What do you let her do it for?" Cosma

said, with energy.
" She shouldn't beat me!"

and, as a matter of course, smiling and put-

ting the men in the box. " He doesn't try
hard enough."

"
Yes, that's the bother, as it was with me

in algebra," I said. " Habersham did it as

easy as breathing, and I am willing enough ;

the trying is as hard as I can drive, but it

MISS MABEL IS BEATING ME.

"
Yes," I said,

"
perhaps so. But Miss Ma-

bel always beats me. It's the way God made

us. I am as powerful against her as a mouse

with no, you are not a cat as an ox

against a leopardess, Miss Mabel."

"That is only his fun, Cosma," my adver-

sary said, as she checkmated me serenely

is all against a stone wall, somehow. I'm

afraid it's the same way with you, Miss Cos-

ma," I added
;

"
I don't believe you could

ever learn excuse me to play chess to save

your life
;
there is a pair of us, you see."

" Good -morning, Mr. Brokenbones," Miss

Praxley exclaimed, breaking in upon us as
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I spoke. "And here is Miss Buttercups.

Good-morning, Miss Patterson."

I was glad to see Miss Praxley just then,

but I knew she did not like Mabel because

she called her by her right name.

"Nice thing for you to be calling upon a

young man," she added to Cosma, whom I

knew she was very fond of.
" I was so shock-

ed when Mrs. Hone told me about it, that I

came after you right away: this poor fellow

has had mischief enough done him already."

"Why, Miss Praxley," Cosma exclaimed,

taking it all with the simplicity of a child.

" Mabel invited me to come. Mrs. Hone said

she would if she were in my place ;
and when

I went over and asked Mrs. Quartermau, she

said,
'

Do, Cosma ;
Carter will be glad to see

you.'" And she said it so innocently, her

eyes so wide, that I could not help laugh-

ing with the rest, even if I was racked

with pain. But I was glad Miss Praxley

came.

CHAPTER XIX.

MY eldest brother Archibald had sudden-

ly returned home about two weeks after my
accident. Heaven alone knows where he

had been, and what he had been doing, for

he was very silent in reference to the details

of his adventures. The one thing which he

endeavored to impress as deeply upon our

minds as it was upon his own, was the cruel-

ly unjust way in which he had been treat-

ed by every body everywhere. As a book-

keeper in a wholesale boot and shoe estab-

lishment in some city, he had been grossly

insulted by the clerks; as an assistant in

some art-rooms somewhere else, he had been

so misused by the visitors that he would not

stand it
;
as one of the crew of a vessel to

New York, he had a Nero for a captain ;
as

the teacher of a countiy school, scholars and

parents had conspired against him. I do

not suppose he himself could remember each

event of his career since leaving home ;
but

one thing was very clear, that in every sit-

uation he had been forced to leave almost

immediately after entering upon it by the

conduct of the parties witli whom he was
thrown.

" Neither your father nor myself has ever

understood Archibald," my mother said to

me, on her first visit to my bedside after his

return. "He is our first-born, the hand-

somest, as he is, Habersham perhaps except-

ed, the most talented of you all. Did you
ever see a more striking youth in your life,

Carter? What a forehead, what a form,
what energy and force! He draws beauti-

fully, writes what they call a copper-plate

hand
;

is familiar with all literature, quot-

ing, when he is in the mood, passage after

passage from orators and poets. For his

own amusement, he has written essays, dia-

logues, poetry, which would distinguish any
one

;
but you know how it was when Col-

onel Archer secured him a situation in the

Seminary; and it is the same of every thing:

the moment any one of his many talents is

named, a disgust for that particular talent

seizes upon him, a distaste and aversion only

less decided than his disgust for the person

who endeavors to persuade him to use it.

You do not know, Carter, how your father

and myself have prayed over him, for we
have seen long ago that the sure way to

drive him from any thing is to try and ar-

gue or persuade him to do it. We have

tried indulgence and severity
" He told me all his wrongs," I replied,

" when he was here yesterday. I have been

studying it over, as the negroes say, and I

have got a plan. You will laugh at it."

" Well ?" my mother added, for she placed

a vast deal more reliance upon my slow-

coming ideas than they were worth
;
but

with little hope in her tones: too many
plans had been tried and failed.

" Good Mr. Clarkson dropped in to see me
a moment after Archy left yesterday. He

brought me a bottle of bay-rum, which he

said was excellent for

"The beard," my mother added for me
with a laugh, although I was beginning to

have really a very respectable growth upon

my face.
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"
Spare your blushes," my mother con-

tinued. " Never mind, Carter
;
broad shoul-

ders and solid opinions and dogged energy

are often accompanied by very thick hair,

and"
"
Please," I interrupted,

" I spoke to Mr.

Clarkson, and he consented on the spot to

have Archibald come into his apothecary

shop for a while. It will be impossible for

Archy to take offense with bim."
" It is a shame," my mother broke in,

"the way Georgia acts toward Mr. Clark-

son ! He is no more to Virginia than one

of his perfumed puff-balls; and Georgia
ridicules him to his very face. She was in

such a gust of fun at something he said or

did in our parlor the other evening, carried

on so with Miss Praxley who was there,

about it, that I told her afterward I would

certainly send her from the room if she was

so rude again. When she gets into a gale,

Carter, she frightens me : she has all her fa-

ther's enthusiasm about every thing; and

yet, when she is in the mood, she is far bet-

ter than her sister at housekeeping, at her

music, at every thing."
u I have seen her entertain a roomful of

company," I added,
" when you were not at

home, and she astonished me as well as

charmed every one by her grace and geni-

al courtesy ; actually threw Jenny into the

shade for the time ! But Mr. Clarkson said

he would see Archy to-day, and I told him

if he represented to Archy that the arrange-

ment was merely for a time, and especially,

if nothing was said about our desiring it, he

would be more apt to consent."

"Well, perhaps so," my mother said, with

very little hope in her tones.

" But that is the least part of my plan,"

I continued, after my mother had helped

turn me more toward her as I lay, for I was

terribly bandaged still, lying there more like

a log than a young man who had all his fut-

ure to earn. " Now I know you will laugh
at me," I said

;

" but I tell you it is a splen-

did idea ! All that Archy needs is some one

who can grasp and manage him, somebody
who can take him completely and forever

out of his own hands."
" I do not know who can do it unless it

is the Being that made him," my mother

added, with such utter hopelessness upon

her dear face !
" Your father and myself

have done our best in vain. He has been a

puzzle to us from his cradle. The harder

we try, the worse the result. We feel as if

it was our only course to leave him utterly

alone. Aud to thiuk of it ! Our first-born,

and all that he is so capable of being !" The

tears rose in her eyes as she spoke, for you
can not imagine how superior Archibald was

to Habershain and myself in every thing ex-

cept that astounding perversity of character.

"Don't laugh when I tell you," I said,

seriously. "And the great thing will be for

Archy never to dream for a moment that we
have any such an idea. Our plan is to be as

dull and stupid about it as posts, not to stir

a finger or a hair
;
but to leave it all to her !"

"To her?" my mother asked, in astonish-

ment.
"
Yes, to her!" I said, with the desperation

of Columbus, Daguerre, Jeuner, Harvey, Ful-

ton, or any other great discoverer or invent-

or, in the first announcement of his ap-

parently ridiculous notion. "
Stoop down,

mother, lower still ;" and when her ear was

at my lips, I whispered a name in triumph.

My mother repeated the name in accents of

astonishment, adding, indignantly,

"You must have received some injury in

your head, Carter. The idea !"

"
Very well," I added, composedly,

" we

will see. All I ask is that you will never

speak of it to a soul."

"Absurd! I wonder if you suppose I

would!" my mother replied/with energy;

and I am constrained to record here that the

|

divine intuitions of the most gifted woman
are duller than the dullest dullness of men

when some other of her own sex is concern-

ed. An acid has no influence upon an acid,

nor an alkali upon alkali, and so through

the whole domain of nature as of chemis-

try ;
an object is sensitive only to its oppo-

site. I had no desire to discuss the mat-

ter further even with myself, and was glad

that Virginia came in at this juncture to

relieve my mother, who looked gravely at

me as she bid me good-bye. I am satisfied

she feared that my brain was injured.
" There is one thing I wanted to say,

Carter," my sister remarked, after we had

talked over Archy's return and all the less-

er news of the day. "Mother wanted to
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speak to you about it, perhaps sue has

spoken. It is about Cosma Adams and Ma-

bel Patterson," my sister continued, with

the air of a grandmother, as she took out

her sewing.
" I speak of it now before any

body comes in. They are very unlike, but

they are both very nice-looking girls each

in her way. Now, Carter!"
" Blaze away, Jenny !" I said, somewhat

coarsely.
" You see how helpless I am. Go

on. Beautiful and charming and danger-

ously fascinating girls, you were saying
" I said nothing of the sort," my sister re-

plied,
" and you say it only to hide things.

Cosma is going to be really beautiful. In

her way, of course, I mean. She is a pure,

good country-girl, but very ignorant. It is

true," my sister added,
" that Governor Hone

is to give her the best of educations, and

Miss Praxley is taking her into society, and

giving her a thousand hints. And she has

wonderfully improved. But she is nothing

at last but a country-girl. Now, Carter, be

on your guard !"

" I will," I said, with something like a

smirk, I fear, upon my face. " Go on, grand-

ma!"
" Of course, I have no fears about her,"

Virginia added, with her Queen Elizabeth

air
;

" but I did want to speak to you about

Mabel Patterson."
" Because you do have fears about her ?"

I asked.

"The circumstances .of your case are so

singular, your getting yourself so badly hurt

in her defense that is all. And then," my
sister added,

"
you are here in her care. It

is all perfectly natural."

"What is natural?" I demanded, with the

blood heating my cheeks as I asked.
" I see that you understand, Carter. Yon

know the attitude of her father to us : how
he overwhelmed papa and all of us with ci-

vilities and costly presents, until he found

that he could not have us, like wax-dolls, to

do exactly as he wished in every thing and

all ! It would never, never do, Carter ;
never.

He is a soured man
; harsh, set in his way,

bitter, prejudiced ! Officer of the church as

he is, he would hardly stop at any thing to

crush any one he hated. I never knew a

man who was so much like those ground
rattlesnakes we used to see, you remember,

at Uncle Archibald's, stealthy and swarthy
and venomous. It is wrong to say it under

his roof, but " and Virginia spoke in low-

ered tones,
" look at his narrow, projecting

forehead, the next time you see him, at his

small keen eyes, at his peculiar jaws: he

is exactly like a viper. And Mabel is his

own, own daughter, Carter. Take care !"

" Take care ?" But I contradicted my ex-

clamation by my redness of face.

" I see," my sister said, mournfully. "We
all relied on your strong sense, Carter. And
one would have supposed you would have

been disgusted. It is the gentleman that

ought to fall in love first, and not the lady.

Mamma has said so a thousand times. Oh,

it is too bad !" continued my afflicted sister,

dropping her sewing in her lap. "Archy is

so perverse ;
there is no telling what Georgia

will do in some of her wild moods
;
Haber-

sham is so small and weakly ; you are all we
have to rely on

; and, oh, Carter, she is such

a hateful, hateful girl !"

To my amazement, Virginia was actual-

ly crying, serene and gentle as she always
was. "You can not think," she sobbed,
" how we dread it at home ! Georgia got
into a fury about it last night, and said she

could wring Mabel's neck for her with her

own hands, and I wish she would !" said, to

my profound astonishment, this lady-like sis-

ter of mine, and with energy.

There was but one thing to do. Putting
the clean handkerchief she had just brought
me to my eyes with my one uninjured hand,

I proceeded to weep as violently as I could

without being heard out of the room !

" Why, what do you mean, you provoking

boy?" began Virginia, laughing in spite of

herself.

" That you should be Mrs. Apothecary

Clarkson," I sobbed, with energy,
"

it bub-

bubble-breaks my heart ! My sis-sister Vir-

giu-giuia, of whom I was so proud ;" and I

indulged in a suppressed howl of anguish.
" The idea !" exclaimed Virginia, with

scorn.

"Yes, yes, bub -bub -but I know he will,

because he loves you so !" and as her face

cleared, I added,
" Oh no, Miss Jenny, let's

be sensible ! I love nobody in the world,

not a picayune's worth, except my mother

first and before all the world, then poor little
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Habby, then you and Georgia and the rest.

Bah!" I added, with wholesome emphasis,
" I've too much work to do for you all, please

God, to indulge any such nonsense. Be-

sides, I haven't any such inclination. Ex-

actly the reverse," I said, looking fully in

Virginia's clear eyes as I spoke ;
but there

came upon me, as I said it, that singular

glimpse of mine into the far future through

those dark, deep, determined eyes ! No man
could be clearer in purpose or more honest

in all he said than I
;
but I was glad that,

at this instant, Dr. Grex broke into my
room without knocking, as was the custom

of that rough practitioner. And how very

beautiful Virginia looked just then, flushed

from our conversation as well as radiant

with joy at the assurance I had given her!

We Quartermaus all estimated each other

immensely beyond our sober, market value.

I may say it on paper, although I do not be-

lieve in my heart that my estimation, at

least, of the rest of our family is too high.

On this occasion I would have made oath

that Dr. Gres agreed with me so far as Vir-

ginia was concerned. He seemed actually

dazzled by her appearance into a sort of

confused bow as he strode to my side, his

queer cap upon his head, his excess of very

black hair all awry, his linen far from as

pure as it might have been, his entire man-

ner about as rough as a dozen years or so

of associations such as medical colleges, hos-

pitals, dueling parties, and mobs of murder-

ing roughs in general could make it.

" You lying here still !" he exclaimed, as he

stood by my bed
;
and seizing upon the bed-

clothing tucked about my chin, he began to

turn it down, regardless of the presence of

Virginia, who arose with astonishment in

her face. I held to the bed-covering as well

as I could with my well hand.
" Hold on, Dr. Grex," I said with a gest-

ure, so to speak, ofmy eyes toward my sister;
"
you forget !"

"
Oh, she will not mind," he said

;

" Florence

Nightingale was with us at Scutari, and she

didn't. Charles !" with an oath at his black

shadow, "what are you bowing and scrap-

ing there for ?" The fact being that, with a

negro's habitual respect for a white lady, his

boy Charles had assumed an attitude of re-

spect to the one present. In the act of ut-

tering the oath the eye of Dr. Grex rested,

because he could not help it, upon the aston-

ished face of Virginia, and he saw that the

oath had struck my sister almost as full in

the face as if it had been his fist instead.

On the instant the surprise was gone noth-

ing but scorn for him and profound con-

tempt for it is wonderful how much of her

soul she could show in her face, the feeling

there being the more vivid as against the

background, if such an expression may be

allowed, of her usually quiet manner. My
surgeon was to her nothing but a very bru-

tal dog which had suddenly burst into the

room, and every line of her face and tone of

her voice gave that meaning as she paused

a while, her contemptuous glance full in

his, and then remarked, slowly and quietly,
"
Good-bye, my poor Carter

; you are doubly

unfortunate !" With a light kiss upon my
forehead, and a gracious "Morning, boy," to

Charles as she passed him, she had left the

room with no more acknowledgment of Dr.

Grex than if he had been indeed a dog, and

a very disagreeable one at that. The whole

thing was over in a moment, but it hit and

hurt the doctor so severely that he forgo t

even to try to hide how badly he was struck.

Virginia ought to have known it, but the

extra violence of the man on entering the

room was a sudden affectation to conceal his

pleasure at meeting her; for a man of deep-

er and stronger emotions I never met.

Only the day before Colonel Tom Max-

well had dropped in to see me, exhilarating

me with his burly stature and hearty tones,

and when I had told him of the skill of Dr.

Grex, he had replied :

" What a fellow he is ! He is always call-

ed in at the penitentiary after a scrimmage

with the prisoners, or when one of them tries

to cut his own throat with broken glass, or

any thing of the kind. They don't do it

now, but they used to do it before your fa-

ther came to be chaplain. He has turned

what used to be as flourishing a State-pris-

on as a man would wish to see into a big

church."
" Dr. Grex has ?" I asked.

" Oh no, your father. Dr. Grex? I should

think not! But, under all, Dr. Grex has

just as big a heart as your father
; only your

father takes it out in preaching, and the
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other doctor in cutting and cursing. In this

way : A prisoner severs, say, the artery of

his thigh tries to bleed himself to death.

While Dr. Grex is patching up the pieces,

the fellow tells him, in the reaction which

is sure to come, how well off he was once,

how he was led astray, how desperate he is

at the disgrace, and so on, and Dr. Grex will

listen in his off-hand way that shows how

heartily he sympathizes with the poor scamp.

He told me, the last case of the kind, in the

presence of the man too, that if I let the af-

fair get into the St. Charles papers he would

break every bone in my body, and then set

them again all wrong. I'd like to see him

try it !" added Colonel Tom. "
Why, I've

known him," he continued,
" when some mis-

erable woman came about the penitentiary

with her draggle-tailed children, seeing about

her husband, to empty his pocket, gold too

for he charges people that can pay tremen-

dously put it in her apron, and send her

away with benedictions that sounded mighty
like profanity. I'm far from excusing him,

you mind," Colonel Tom added, who had

himself been exceedingly profane before his

intimacy with my father; "yet Grex is a

splendid surgeon as kind inside as he is

rough without!"

But I mention all this to explain why I did

not resent more warmly his roughness when

my sister was present. To return to Dr.

Grex. I would have been a greater block-

head than Habby says I am not to see that

my surgeon had fallen desperately in love

with my sister. As I came to know aft-

erward, it was his first experience of the

kind; and, when his rough, tough nature had

given way, the whole man came down with

a crash, as is always the case with people of

his sort. How he rattled on, when she had

left, to hide it! I had asked htm many
questions during his previous visits upon
the subject of physiology, in which I took

special interest, and to which Habersham

had one of his most intense aversions, and

the talk turned naturally in that direc-

tion. I dare say it was because I was her

brother, because he did not want to leave

the room in which she had been
;
but he

entered on an argument, his palm upon my
brow where she had left her kiss, to prove
to me that there was no difference between

man and any other animal beyond a higher

organization. As he talked, I came to un-

derstand that he was not merely a materi-

alist, but that worst form of a materialist,

an automatist. That is, he held that men
were nothing but matter, and matter organ-
ized and working under laws, precisely like

an eight-day clock of more exquisite work-

manship, and with, on the average, a longer

time of running ;
at best merely an automa-

ton. It was all new to me then, and I grew
to be deeply interested as he told me how
and wherein the human machinery was con-

structed, with but slight variations, upon
that of any lower mammal. He had also

a store of anecdotes from his reading or ob-

servation in hospitals of men whose degree

of talent or whose habits as good men were

suddenly changed into bad, or the reverse,

merely as the result of a broken head. What
he told me of the mental as well as bodily

actions, automatic, of course, of persons dur-

ing sleep-walking, seemed, with many other

things mentioned by him, to prove that we
were only machines at best. Had I not

been the brother of Virginia, he would not

have wasted his time upon me
;
but he grew

eloquent as he talked. I think he wanted

in some measure, and unconsciously to him-

self, to redeem himself through my report in

her eyes ;
and no telling how long he would

have gone on had not a messenger come to

the house -door in breathless haste to tell

him of a "
shooting scrape" down-town.

"At Scotchy Strange's billiard-saloon, of

course," he said, not at all in a hurry.
"
Dey say de man is all cut up, too, an'

bleedin' to death," urged Charles, who had

gone to the door.

"Let him bleed," was all the doctor said,

as he slowly arose, and continued the par-

ticular incident he was relating, not in the

least hurried.

" De man says, please make haste,"

Charles, who had gone out, returned to say :

"de man was almost dnu dead when In-

started on a run for you dis man, I mean !"

"Look here, you black scoundrel," the.

doctor replied, deliberately, "if you say an-

other word, I'll knock your head off! Do

you hear?" slowly putting ou his cap.
"
Yes, sah !" said the negro, as coolly as

his master.



CHAPTER XX.

IF I may use such a figure of speech, I

would say that the seed of the Quarterrnan

plantation, seed in all the varieties thereof,

was now thoroughly got in, and there en-

sued a time of comparative repose upon
the part of all, while the germination went

on with a force from God, as imperceptible
and yet as irresistible as that of the globe

upon its axis.

There was, for instance, that discovery of

mine, the hogs being the pioneers thereof,

in relation to the coal. It was precisely in

the line of Mr. Patterson's inclination and

business training, and while I was slowly

getting mended as to my broken bones, he

had made full investigation as to dip, qual-

ity, quantity, cost of miuing, demand for

coal, cost as compared with the supply of

wood, and all the rest of it. After such in-

vestigation, at every step of which he had

informed me after we were alone together
of evenings, he had drawn my little deposit

from the bank, and, with additional funds

of his own, had purchased the whole tract

of otherwise worthless laud for ten dollars

an acre. I was far from being at ease in

thus defrauding, as I feared, the ignorant

owners.
" It is owing to your nervous condition,"

he said; "you have suffered much pain,

have taken no exercise. Business is busi-
i

ness. When I give money, I give. When
I do business, I make the best bargain I

can. That's the way I get something to

give. Pure nervousness and nonsense. Make

haste, man, and get well !"

In what splendid spirits he was ! I could

not have believed that the lank, sallow,

stoop-shouldered, prejudiced man could have

been so illuminated from within, at other

times like a lantern whose light had gone
out. He was positively handsome and elo-

quent as he talked over our prospects at

night, after Mabel had gone to bed. There

seemed to me so much of the fierceness of a

tiger at the scent of blood in the keen ea-

gerness of the man after the money to be

made in our speculation, that I disliked his

occasional allusions to the providence of

God in the matter exceedingly. The smell,

in his case, of distant money was so ac-

curate and strong, that I wondered he had

not himself discovered the coal long before.

Both Heaven and myself, it seemed to me,
were very subordinate parties in the matter.

But one thing troubled me greatly. What
I wanted with the coal was to send Haber-

sham off to college. I knew the poor fellow

was fretting out his soul at home, lying

awake of nights, morbid, miserable. The

only solace he had was in teaching (Sosma

Adams Latin, Governor Hone making that

arrangement, as I well knew, more as a mode

of giving Habersham employment and mon-

ey, than for the sake of Cosma, whom he

classed with, his wife, Sukey, and his babe,

Squashy. As was often the case with men
of talent and distinction in the South at

that date, Governor Hone had a whimsical

horror of any thiug like marked talent

among women, especially among those of

his own household. Well do I remember

the hearty aversion he used to express in

our parlor for literary women :
"
They may

do caged up in their books, madam," he

would say,
" but actually living in your

home ! I would aa lief have a squalling

parrot in mine. There was Madame do



CARTER QUARTERMAN. 125

Stael ;
how sincerely I sympathize in the

aversion for her which Coleridge, Byron,

and Goethe express, after personal acquaint-

ance !" In fact, the vacuous softness of the

members of the governor's family was as

essential to him as is a feather-bed to the

weary ;
a repose indispensable after the

sharpnesses and severities of politics.
" How does Cosma come on in her stud-

ies ?" I asked of Habersham one day, merely

to start him, as he sat, moody as usual, and

miserable, beside my bed.

"
Fully as well as you used to do, Carter,"

he snapped me up. "I wondered, when we
were at the Archimedean Institute, at the

amazing talent you showed in blundering
at your Latin and mathematics, hitting out

ways of going wrong beyond the imagina-

tion of other people, a perfect genius for

mistaking what was as plain as a pikestaff;

besides, there is some excuse for her : she is

a woman."
" I hope you are not as impatient with

her," I ventured,
" as you were with me."

" I never was impatient with you," Hab-

by replied ;

" Job himself would have been

astounded at such preternatural persistence

in making mistakes. I suppose I do express

myself sometimes when she does worse than

usual."

"I can just see you at your lessons," I

laughed,
" Cosma sitting there, and you here.

She trying to run through a conjugation,

you scolding her
;
and you have no idea how

venomous you are, Habby. I can see her

this moment, her lips parted a little as you

scold, her eyes opening and opening in as-

tonishment, filling with tears, I wouldn't

wonder. I say, Professor Quarterman, have

you got as far as Amo, Amare, Amavi, Ama-
tum f '

I only meant it in fun, and was surprised
to see my brother's face grow as red as his

hair, then paler than its usual ashen hue.

Exclaiming "Stuff and nonsense!" he put
on his cap with a jerk, and was gone before

I could stop him. But I was even more

surprised at a sudden and singular pain in

my heart at my own joke, as well as his

way of taking it. I detected, too, a mean-
ness in the additional desire I now had to

send him off to college, even if I had to beg,
which I hated more than I can c.ay, s<;inc

advance from Mr. Patterson upon our coal

speculation for the purpose. I would al-

most rather have broken all my bones over

again ; but, when an unpleasant thing has

to be done, the sooner it is done, the better,

and I spoke of it to Mr. Patterson that very

night.
" Mr. Carter," he said, with the old sour-

ness coming back into his face, giving its.

sallowness a green tinge,
" I do not see how'

I can do it. Business is business. You

know the whole thing may be a dead loss

at last. I am sorry, but I do not see my
way clear to make an advance

; just now

money is very tight."
"
Very well, Mr. Patterson," I said

;

"
all I

care about the coal is that I may. send my
brother to college. He can not wait. I

will get somebody to call on Colonel Archer,

and beg him to come and see me. I may be

able to sell out my interest to him ;" but I

feared it as I spoke, for Colonel Archer nev-

er had any money. When he was duelist,

partisan editor, popular politician, and all

that, his money was spent long in advance

of his income. True, he had become as

humble and sincere a Christian as is often

met. But he had carried his loose habits in

reference to money into his religion ;
there

was something savoring almost of dissipa-

tion, if I may say so, in the way iu which he

gave, not to the cause of Christ, so much as

to Christ himself, an absence of judicious

calculation even in that.

" Colonel Archer !" Mr. Patterson exclaim-

ed
;
but even he dared not express con-

tempt for the colonel's impecunious condi-

tion. When he gave, it was to a cause, a

definite, visible, business-like operation of

some sort, even if it was spiritual ;
and he

gave deliberately, systematically, and pre-

cisely so much, according as he liked, and

especially as he had himself the manage-
ment of the cause in question.

" Colonel

Archer !" he exclaimed. " Yes ! Perhaps

so!"

" I can at least try," I said. " Then there

are General Hugh M'Neil, Mr. Clemming.
Dr. Grex is as rich as he is rough. There's

Governor Hone. I'll try Mrs. President. If

I can't do any better, I will try Scotchy

Strange, bad as he is. Miss Praxley has

money. Colonel Tom Maxwell would go
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into the coal with a rush. Major Hampton
would help me, if he had to sell out his liv-

ery-stable. I'll get the money," I said, in my
slow way,

" if I have to hobble up and down

every street in St. Charles on crutches I"

" I never said I would not make a small ad-

vance," Mr. Patterson replied.
" Your broth-

er will need enough merely to take him to

college ;
small payments all along after will

keep him there. I'll think of it. Meanwhile

don't speak to any one about it."

The next morning Mr. Patterson heaped

my bed with all sorts of legal documents to

sign, binding me to repayment.
" I know these have no legal force, you

being a minor," he said
;

" but it will ruin

all if we talk about that coal before we are

ready, and I can trust your father and you."

Upon which he proceeded to name a sum,

but I had observed that blanks had been

left in the papers as to the amounts, and, if

I never could manage Latin or mathematics,
I was steadily coming to know how to man-

age Mr. Patterson. It delighted me like com-

ing into sudden possession of an unexpected

gift, a certain sense arising on the instant

within me of business capacity.
' Ifyon will double that amount," I said to

Mr. Patterson,
" I will sign ;

if not, I won't."

I spoke confidently because I was master

of the situation. If I had the intuition in

regard to poetry or eloquence that I have

in a trade, I do believe I would be a poet or

an orator
;
I heartily wish I had any thing

like the same sense of certainty where love

and religion are concerned ! Anyhow, when

Georgia was leaving, after a visit to me next

day, I begged her to send Habershain down

to see me.

"I do wish he would come and live with

you," Georgia said
;

" he is perfectly insuf-

ferable. Mother says that he groans, and

tosses about all night. He certainly does

all day. He is moody and miserable. Ev-

ery few days Cosma comes over. Habby
can't stand the babies at Governor Hone's,

so they have their lessons in the back par-

lor. It's all dus, da, do, duru ! I bang away
at the piano in the front parlor. The mo-

ment I stop they throw me out, so that I

make false notes all the time. I'll send him,
if you'll keep him. There's no peace in the

house with him
;
he is a perfect nuisance !

But, Carter," said Georgia, "it is so funny
about General M'Neil and Virginia. You
know he printed a book on elocution once, in

real earnest, he did. Ever since he talks ac-

cording to the rules of oratory. They say he

writes out and rehearses before his glass at

home all he says in company. You ought to

hear him deliver his oration to Jenny. Jen-

ny sits there as sober But it is the fun-

niest sight ! Jenny says to say something,

you know ' What kind of weather do you
think we will have, General M'Neil ?' and he

will answer,
' Weather more salubrious soul

could not desire, Miss Virginia. Breezes

more beneficently balmy I have never in-

haled. Were woman but as sweetly com-

pliant as was Eve, surely paradise would

be our possession;' and whole hours of such

nonsense, Jenny listening like a queen to an

embassador. Let me show you how," and

Georgia struck an attitude and imitated the

stately general and his elocution, until, hear-

ing the front door open and shut, and, not

risking a meeting with Mabel, she said, "Oh

yes, I'll send Habersham !" and was gone.

But my brother did not come for several

days. When he did, I was touched to the

heart by his woe-begone appearance.
"
Well, Carter, what is it ?" he abruptly

demanded, as he stood by my bed. I got

him to prop me up with pillows, and then I

began at the beginning, and told him the

whole story, unknown up to that instant to

any body but Mr. Patterson, of my finding

the coal, and all my partnership with Mr.

Patterson. Then, while he listened with in-

tensity of interest in his poor dim eyes, I

took from under my pillow the shot-bag of

specie, and poured it out on the bed-quilt,

and told him how eager I had been to help

him to go to college, and how very glad I

was that he could now start whenever he

pleased. But I was alarmed for my broth-

er's wits as I finished. He had been turn-

ing paler and paler as I proceeded, until his

wan, pinched countenance was positively

livid. He hardly allowed me to finish, when
he broke into a passion, by no means of tears,

much less of gratitude, but of bitter wrath

at and upon himself.

"You miserable fool !" he said, in low and

bitter tones, setting his teeth and clutching

at his hair,
"
you wretched insect !"
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" Why, what ou earth, Habby ?" I began,

iu unfeigned, surprise; but he had whirled

himself away from my bed, grinding his

teeth, tugging savagely at his hair, and say-

ing, as if to himself, unconscious of my pres-

ence,
" You most miserable mouse ! You de-

testable molecule, atom, animalcule !"

ly selfish and, great heavens, what have I

got to be selfish about ? as deformed and

despicable inside as I am out. A poor, piti-

ful, sneaking, contemptible
"

" I am ashamed of you !" I said, with au-

thority, for I understood him by this time.

"You are a man. You are a man of splen-

SETTING HIS TEETH, AND CLUTCHING AT HIS HAIR.

" For Heaven's sake, Haborsham, what do

you mean ?" I demanded.

"Don't be a blockhead and pretend you
don't know," he said, impatiently, standing
at the window, his back to me. "As if you
don't see ! If there is an animal I do detest

and despise, it is a mean, miserable, intense-

did talent. Don't tell me a falsehood, Hab-

ersham, and make believe you do not know
it. Governor Hone knows it. The whole

Archimedean Institute knew it, as you know

very well. God knows it, and that is the

whole reason he led me ask father if I'm

not right into finding that coal, so that
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you might finish your education and serve

him so ! You are "

" Can't you understand ?" he interrupted

me. "Who's talking about taleut? That

dirty M'Callum was talented. It's the un-

speakable moral meanness ! Thinking eter-

nally and exclusively of myself. You caring

all the time for me, and I never caring one

cent for you. You most miserable louse !"

with a fresh clutch upon his hair, and I

heard a suppressed anathema from between

his teeth.

Upon which I laughed so heartily that

Mabel Patterson knocked and put her head

in to see if I had called for any thing. But

I thought it my duty, and read Habby a

good lecture upon his impatience and dis-

trust, and utter want of faith toward God.

I don't know whether he listened to me or

not, for he said no more, still standing at

the window and looking out. When I had

said all I could think of, he merely said,
"
Good-bye, Carter," and was going when I

called him back. I had set my heart upon

telling them at home all about the coal-

mine
;
but I knew what a pleasure it would

be to him to do so, and I begged him to

do it.

" But be sure, Habby," I said,
" not to ex-

aggerate our prospects. It is only a spec-

ulation as yet. We are confident, but not

certain. And it must not be mentioned out

of the house. That's all. Good-bye."

I confess I was most sincerely gratified

at Habersham's thoughtfulness. Instead of

telling them, ho almost frightened my moth-

er to death, by saying to her, on his return,

hurrying past her to his room with a pale

face, that I wanted to see her and my father

immediately.

What good it did me to tell them when

they came in, so eager and anxious about

me ! My dear mother heard me all through,

her hand upon my forehead, saying all she

had to say in her bright tears and her silent

kisses. My father had been plucked away,
somewhat abruptly, from the middle of a

sermon he was writing, and, while he was

very glad indeed, I confess I was disappoint-

ed a little. He never did, somehow he nev-

er could, attach its natural value to money.
A more enthusiastic man in regard to a mis-

sion-school, a reforming drunkard, an in-

quiring skeptic, a series of sermons, and the

like, it is impossible to imagine, full of ardor

and hope as a boy. But about money, un-

less it was to give to some society or des-

titute individual or other, it was hopeless,

the idea of arousing in him any enthusiasm

whatever. I had thought that he would

rub his hands together, as he used to do in

talking about his work in the penitentiary,

or about some protracted meeting, and walk

up and down the room, glowing and smiling,

and full of hopeful suggestion ;
but he did

nothing of the sort on this occasion. He
was happy, of course

;
that he was always.

" I am glad, Carter, very glad, my dear

boy," he said at last.
" It is very noble in

you. But if Habersham is not going into

the ministry, he has education enough. If
,

it please God to turn his heart that way, I

will be as glad as the rest of you. I would

joyfully make any sacrifice to enable him to

do that. We will see, will see." And he

was gone to rekindle, if possible, the cindt

of his sermon, which he had left cooling ;

this time upon his study-table.

But it did not matter. As soon as he w,

gone my mother settled herself down besk

me, and we had a good, long, joyful, tho:

oughly sensible talk over our plans. He

dear face was clouded but once. It wa
when I said, in the haphazard mention of

fifty other things,
" You think I am wild in what I said to

you about putting Archy in her hands. You

just wait."

In her judgment that was too absurd a

matter for discussion, and she left me, with

a kiss, to send Virginia. My sister was but

a later edition, so to speak, of my mother,

and took, when she came, as quietly as did

my mother, all my glowing declarations of

the home I hoped soon to buy for the family,

the watches and dresses for Georgia and her-

self. I do not know how it happened that I

got to talking, in the headway of my hap-

piness, about Dr. Grex. I told her what a

sterling, sensible man he was, notwithstand-

ing his profanity, infidelity, and boorishuess

I had just done describing to

my sister his ideas about our being nothing

but matter, mere walking clocks, admirably

constructed automata, when in came the

man himself. If it had not been that the

in general.
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way from my father's house to Mr. Patter-

son's lay past his office, I would have won-

dered at his knowing so well when Virginia

happened to be visiting me. Somehow, of

late, as surely as she came he was certain to

drop in too. On this occasion he had left

his queer cap in the hall, knocked before he

came in, had left Charles behind him, and

did not swear, although fully as bold and

independent in his manner as ever. I knew

I could depend upon his discretion, and in as

few words as possible I told him, too, about

onr coal discoveries. I think he had taken

a sort of off-hand liking to me before, and

we were soon at home with each other, es-

pecially as he had made a half apology to

Virginia when he first came in for his unin-

tentioued discourtesy during their previous

meetings. He seemed somewhat annoyed

when I told him that I had just been telling

my sister about his materialism. One thing,

however, led to another until, iu defense of
'

; s views, he grew warm and warmer, and

en became downright rude and violent in

s earnestness.

"You have been educated to believe in

od and the soul," he said at last. " You

ever reason or experiment at all. It is all

uire prejudice and bigotry." And there-

ipou he launched out into ridicule and de-

nunciation of the idea of future punishment,

which was, by-the-bye, wholly irrelevant to

his argument.
I never saw Virginia to such advantage

before. She was standing when he came

in, and remained standing, although Dr. Grex

had seated himself on the other side of my
bed. She was as calm as a May morning,

and as bright ;
half the force of what she

said, and she said little in comparison with

him, lying in the modest yet serene confi-

dence of her manner and tones.

I can not even attempt to give an outline

of the conversation, which must have lasted

for hours, growing more and more earnest.

At last my sister had to go.
" What do we know of God ?" she said.

"Look at the six thousand years of suffer-

ing by reason of sin in this world, and who
can say it will not be so in the next if

sin is there too ? All we know is that God

loves us so well, he gave his Son to suffer

and die with and for us. Our business is

9

to love and serve our Saviour now. When
we get into the other world, he will explain

every thing to us."

" Do you know what the judgment-day is

for ? I will tell you," Dr. Grex said, with-

out waiting for a reply.
" It is not we who

will be on trial then. It is God himself,

granting there is a God. That is the day
he has appointed to apologize to his wretch-

ed creatures for the horrible way in which

he has treated them, heh ?"

" One thiug is very plain," Virginia add-

ed, as she drew on her gloves composedly,
" which is, that you have no clear or set-

tled idea about it wbatever. You say iu

the same breath that we will be at the judg-

ment, and that we are nothing but machines,

have no souls
;
that all there is of God is

force and law, and then that God will be on

trial and apologize. I'm glad I heard you,

Dr. Grex," she added, smiliug ;

" before this

I thought infidelity was something to be

feared. I thought it could advance some

strong and terrible arguments. I never

dreamed it was as wild and unsettled and

foolish as it was wicked. You will excuse

me, sir," Virginia said, with a smile, "but I

am astonished. It is not the head, Dr. Grex.

it is the heart that is foolish, because it is

wicked. You really despise your own
.
ar-

guments as much as I do. Excuse my plain-

ness
;
and good-morning."

It was Queen Elizabeth treading like a

queen upon the velvet cloak of Sir Walter,

spread upon the mire before her, with the

exception that, in this instance, it was Sir

Walter himself upon whom the dainty foot

was placed as she walked out of the room.

"I only did it, you know," Dr. Grex said

to me, his whole person as rumpled and dis-

composed, so to speak, as was his abundance

of black hair,
" to see how she would look

and speak when aroused. She may be right,

for all I know. But what," he added, with

a startling contempt for me in his manner,
" do yon know about it ?"

Habersham was off to college before we

had fully realized that he really and truly

was to go. He had set a time to come and

tell me good-bye, but he never came. In-

stead of doing so, he wrote to me as soon a.-

he could after leaving, and a very curt note-

it was, that I would know why he had rath-
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er not. So he went, it did not matter to me.

As to our coal speculation, let me say here,

that the first joyous surprise about it over,

there was small romance connected with it.

Of course, the papers made a great to-do

over the matter, Mr. Patterson and myself

becoming the heroes of the hour. But there steadily and patiently.

was a world of slow, hard, discouraging, ex-

pensive work to be done before the least re-

turns could be come at. In fact, every tinge
of romance was soon gone out of it, aud our

mine became nothing but a business in which

the only thing to be done was to toil away

CHAPTER XXL

As soon as I was able to leave my bed

and, in fact, a, good deal before for I had

become exceedingly impatient thereof I got

Major Hampton to remove me in one of his

hacks to my father's house. Archibald had

taken possession ofHabersham's room, which,

for the sake of poor Habby, was by far the

sunniest of the two allotted to us boys; ami

I was once more in that which I occupied

before Habby went to college. But ages

seemed to have rolled away since I was last

there.

"What a little bit of a boy I was when I

was here last !" I said to my mother in that

lirst good long talk we had together on the

evening of my return, after, I remember, she

had got back from prayer-meeting with my
father

;
for it was Wednesday night.

"You were always like a grown man,

Carter," my mother replied.
" Yon have

more than your share of age. Virginia,

Georgia, Archibald, each in a very different

way, inherit your father's perpetual youth.

Yon know there is not a person who is

freer from levity than he is. The last man

any one of his most intimate friends would

think of taking a liberty with, yet he is as

playful now as he was that afternoon he

danced the breakdown for me in the old or-

chard, just before we were married."
"
I doubt whether he ever passed," I said,

" one of the children in his life without pull-

ing us by the ear or pinching us. I am
sure I never happened near him, when he

was shaving, without getting a touch of the

latheriug-brush upon my face !"

" Do you know," my mother added, with

a blush and a laugh,
" for a dozen years aft-

er we were married, your father pinched me
so that it was almost a martyrdom. It is

his eager, restless, overflowing energy. But

his purity and glowing hopefulness and ha-

bitual refusal to look upon any other than

the bright side all his child-likeness is be-

cause the chief and most constant feeling

he has is of companionship with God, as a

child with its father. He is full of hope,

now that Archibald has settled down with

Mr. Clarkson at last, to become an apoth-

ecary who will astonish St. Charles. I do

hope," my mother added, as I smiled in spite

of myself, because she looked so steadily at

me " I do sincerely hope, Carter, that you
have forgotten that absurd notion of yours

in connection with Archibald. The very

idea!" she added, indignantly.

"And how do Virginia and Mr. Clarkson

come on ?" I asked
;

for I had my reasons

for not wishing to speak further in regard to

my oldest brother.

"It is positively ridiculous," my mother

said, laughing. "What a good, patient,

much-enduring man he is! Two or three

nights in the week he is sure to be in the

parlor, silent, smiling, devoted. Virginia

comes and goes in and out, hardly excuses

herself, plays aud sings at the piano, con-

verses with other company, does her sewing,

embroidering, whatever it is, as if he were

a sofa -cushion or a fleecy poodle. If she

can but think of something for Mr. Clark-

son to do for her down-town next day, or if

it is merely to hold a skein of silk for her

to wind while he sits, it is all he cares for.

But it is disgraceful," said my mother, with

energy,
" the manner in which Georgia con-

ducts herself toward him. She is positively

rude. You have heard us say, Carter, that

when she undresses for the night she al-

ways throws her pins on the floor. I have
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never been able to break her of it, and

she treats poor, patient Mr. Clarkson in the

same way. She makes fun of him to his

face, ridicules Jenny for his devotion to her

in his presence. I had actually to threaten

her, when he was in the room, to send her

out of the parlor !"

"And what about General M'Neil?" I

asked.
" It is too absurd !" my mother laughed,

having a mother's pleasure, too, in what she

was about to add. "He gave his first atten-

tions to Virginia, but seems to have trans-

ferred them to Georgia. What a grand old

soul he is, Carter ! He reminds me so of the

dear old days long, long ago ;
he is such a

stately, yet simple cavalier. The general is

a great admirer of Sir Philip Sidney, but as

true a gentleman, under all his affectations,

,
as Mrs. President is a lady under all her

mannerisms. I used to think that it must

take him hours to dress before he comes to

our house. I wondered if he did not write

out and memorize what he says there. Gov-

ernor Hone tells me, however, that he is just

as grave and oratorical in all he says to peo-

ple around him in the court-house
;
that he

is far more solemn and stately than all three

of the judges rolled into one. It is his nat-

ure
;
and he is so generous and noble, and

above all suspicion of meanness, that it is

impossible not to esteem him. It is steady-

ing Georgia. The mere fact that, despair-

ing of Virginia, be is laying siege to her it

frightens her, for the first time in her life
;

and I am glad of it.

"And how is Cosma Adams doing in her

studies?" I ask of my mother, with some

hesitation, as she rises to go; for more than

once my father has called to her from their

room, "My dear Agnes, it is later than you
think."

" In a moment, my dear," my mother re-

plied to my father, and something very like

a groan was heard in answer to that; for

well did my father know what a moment
meant when my mother and myself were

talking together at that hour.
"
Wonderfully well," she continued to me.

"Miss Praxley is making a hobby of her,

teaching her every thing in regard to dress

and society. It happens very well for the

poor child, for Mrs. Governor Hone is a moth-

er to her family, and nothing else. The gov-
ernor is proud of the fact that his Sukey, as

he calls her, is exactly like the mother he

had in the old log-cabin. They were the

first settlers here, yon know. ' There were

about a dozen of us,' he told me,
' white-

headed boys and girls. My mother,' he said,

'was a good, sensible Christian woman. No
woman's rights about her. She clothed her

husband and children, managed the negro

women, whipped us boys soundly when we
needed it, saw that we had plenty of milk

and mush and molasses
;
and that/ he said,

' was all I wanted Sukey to be.' I am vex-

ed," my mother added, suddenly,
" that Hab-

ersham has begun writing to Cosma Adams.

The first letter after he left was to her. It

is just like those talented people, so utterly

ignorant of the world. Cosma is a simple

country-girl, improving very fast, I dare say.

But look at her round, full face, and at her

unsophisticated blue eyes, opening so wide.

She is a dear, good child, and who knows
what nonsense Habby has in his head, and

may put iu hers? She brought me his let-

ter. It was full of high-flown sentiment

about the pleasures of travel. She could

understand it little more than her Pink

could, the cow you are always teasing her

about, Carter."

The truth is, my mother enjoyed her talks

with me as much as I did. She seemed glad
to lay aside her parlor caution, so to speak,
her perpetual prudence and watchfulness

upon herself, and to be, as it were, a girl

again. My father was so full of his sermons

and parish plans, and, iu some way, she felt

more at home with me than with her gii'ls

even
; certainly she never looked quite so

young and beautiful in parlor or church as

sitting upon the edge of my bed, talking to

me, while she " did up
" her hair for the

night.
" My dear child, you do not know how

very late it is," came from my father's room.
" I have a sermon to write to-morrow, and

I want to go to sleep."

"In one moment more, my dear," my
mother called back. " I wanted to say to

you, Carter," she said, as she kissed me,
" be

very guarded about Mabel Patterson, my
dear boy. She loves you devotedly. Hush,
hush ! Unless you can love her in return,
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you must be very careful not to lead her to

thiuk so. She is very pretty, of a very deep

and determined character. Her father has

acted so that I have not seen much of her

for years, but I fear she is too much like her

father, Carter. Good-night. It makes mat-

ters worse your being in business with him.

God bless you, iny dear boy," coming back

to kiss me again.
"
Remember, Carter, you

are our reliance," and I could hear through
the closed doors the murmured remonstrance

of her husband at her keeping him awake so

loug. That was one peculiarity of my fa-

ther. He was very fond of porter and brown

stout at dinner, but gave it up cheerfully and

utterly, as ho had given up the decanter of

brandy from his table at an earlier stage of

the temperance reformation. No man could

like a smoke in his study, to compose his

mind before going into the pulpit, more than

he did
;
but he had given that up just be-

fore coming to St. Charles, for the Master's

sake. On his evangelistic tours among the

rougher portions of the country, he gave up
a looking-glass to shave by, since it was oft-

en not to be had. It required a rigid watch

upon the part of my mother, or he would

have parted with all his next-best clothing

to needy applicants, as he did his money;
and most gladly would he have given his

life at the stake, had there been any Diocle-

tian to demand it, for the Master. But the

one thing ho could not do without was sleep.

No man ever had guests more habitually at

his board, and a more genial host you could

not desire; yet, the wants of every child at

table first seen to by' him, there was a cer-

tain quick eagerness of his hands with knife

and fork, even in the pauses of the use there-

of, while he told some anecdote, which was

as peculiar to the mau as is its tremulous-

ness to the aspen-leaf. Like every man in

fall work and perfect health, my father thor-

oughly enjoyed his meals
; yet he could and

did live, when circumstances required it, on

the coarsest fare a " corn johnny-cake" as

much enjoyed by him as the sugar -cured

ham or the browned turkey ;
but he could

not live without his full supply of sleep,

which he arose from in the morning as one

arises from a banquet. I do know that a

holier man never lived, nor a mau less like

an anchorite. He possessed the fullest and

rosiest vigor of bodily enjoyment, in harmo-

nious keeping with a spiritual life as steady
and strong. Especially iu public prayer he

would rise to heaven in adoring communion,
at times so seraphic as to bear up with him
the intellect, if not the heart, of every hear-

er, and it was his splendid bodily as well

as spiritual health which enabled him to do

so, as with the unwearying ease of a child

at play.
" We will have bodies as well as souls,"

he used to say,
" in heaven, aud we will en-

joy God and heaven, which will be simply
the entire universe of the Creator thrown

open to us forever, with body as well as

soul. Aud why not now ? We will do with-

out sleep there; but," he would add, "that

is one of my great weaknesses : I must

have plenty of sleep here. I can do with-

out every thing but that."

I was entirely mended as to my bones by
the time Habby had settled to his studies

in college. Mr. Patterson said it happened
that one of his clerks was leaving about

that time
;
but I think he helped it to hap-

pen. We had from our Southern dealers,

for sale on commission, cotton, hemp, a lit-

tle sugar, hides, corn from up the river in

flat-boats
; tobacco, which Mr. Patterson de-

nounced iucessautly aud bitterly, yet made

excellent commissions upon ; flour, wheat in

bulk, and the like. From our Northern cor-

respondents we had iron and steel, all sorts

of farm and plantation implements ;
shoes

(especially brogaus for the negroes), cotton

cloth iu all its varieties; and "notions,"

which we accepted with a sneer, aud sold,

when we could, with a scoif. Whisky came

to us from both sides, and was a staple, in

a sense, superior to that of corn or wheat.

We did not do a regular business in negroes,

for the negro-trader was almost as heartily

despised with us as he was at the North
;

contempt with us being the leading flavor

of our regard for such, as hatred was, I sup-

pose, the chief feeling in reference to them

at the North. If, however, a "likely boy"
could be worked in by way of exchange,

say, for a good threshing-machine, well, why
not ? A correspondent of a dozen years'

standing got to be an old friend. Suppose

such a planter had a stout boy of thirty

years old, who would run away, a distiller,
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you know, could see what he could do with

him by lettiug his master have through us

so inauy barrels of whisky in barter.

"A stout negro is worth a thousand of

such," I remember saying one day of a pat-

ent steel grist-mill we had just received from

the North.

"Why?" demanded Mr. Patterson, some-

what sourly.
" God made the one." I thought myself

quite sharp in adding, promptly, "and a

Yankee made the other !"

"Bah! nonsense!" he said, in his abrupt

manner, turning away. There was some-

thing in his air then, which I had observed

whenever negroes were the topic, that thrill-

ed me with a deadly, sickening suspicion,

that he might be inclined in his secret heart

to Abolitionism ! But no; such a suspicion

was too horrible, and I cast it out of my
mind precisely as I would have done an

idea that he had murdered some one. Nor

do I think I could have imagined such a

thing, if it had not been for his absurd ha-

tred of tobacco.

I knew from the first that my work would

be hard and unceasing, poorly paid, and with

very slow promotion ;
and it was worse in

every sense than I had supposed. Holidays

for clerks were no more dreamed of then than

were sewing-machines, or the abolition of

slavery ; and, Sunday excepted, it was as

steady a strain upon me as is its boat to a

canal-horse all uphill, and neither halt nor

downhill; which did not matter, however,

for I possessed perfect health, and enjoyed

hard work. But, in comparison with all

this, the moment I came to the matter of my
association with Cosma and Mabel, it was as

if I stepped off a cliff of rock into the realm

of rolling clouds.

I can continue my narrative much more

easily and clearly by saying, as I have said

before, that, while I could not but respect

and admire, and very highly esteem, Mabel

Patterson, I did not, and could not, love her.

By reason of my long confinement under her

roof, as well as having often to call there in

the course of business after I got well, I had

become intimately acquainted with her;

and, the more I saw of her, it was more and

more impossible but that I should esteem

and appreciate a girl of her growing and

strengthening character. It was not that

her father had given her the best education

St. Charles afforded, nor that she had slow-

ly developed from a crude, violent, ill-regu-

lated, because motherless, girl into a silent,

quiet young lady who impressed you with

the belief that her purposes were as deep

and as determined, if not as dark, as her

eyes. What hurt me most was a certain

fearful silence and shrinking from me which

I never observed in her toward others. Dur-

ing the sessions of the Legislature her liouse

was thronged, and with some of the most

desirable men in the State, for Mr. Patterson

was as rich as she was beautiful. In fact,

as I could not help observing, she had plen-

ty of offers.

"
Lawyers," I would say to myself, in my

room, of an evening,
"
doctors, merchants in

business for themselves, young politicians

sure to go to Congress, men a thousand times

handsomer, more educated, richer, more re-

fined, more desirable every way. And all

because she happened to take a foolish lik-

ing to you when she was too young to know

better, and because you upset that drunken

legislator in the mud, and afterward got

hurt for her by that detestable hogshead of

sugar. You scoundrel !" (I would fall for

an instant into Habby's way of thinking),

and say to and of myself, making a clutch

for my hair. But I would end it all by

going off into a peal of laughter, and that

would be as suddenly halted by my being

ashamed of myself, with burning cheeks, that

I was such a conceited ass as to suppose Ma-

bel really liked me, when the probability

was she cared nothing for me at all. In the

midst of it all, I would drop off suddenly

and soundly to sleep ;
for we worked very

hard in her father's store.

1 was madly and miserably in loAre with

Cosma Adams, that's a fact ! What is nuur,

I was more wretchedly in love with her ev-

ery time I saw her, and she never would un-

derstand me as she ought, because I had

joked, and teased her so about Pink and

Zeus and Bran. Then there were those

long, rhetorical letters coming to her from

Habersh mi, full of the glories and the grand-

eurs of he himself did not know what. He

was everlastingly recommending this book

and that, and there were pages on pages of
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his own poetry, glowing with his aspirations

and all the rest ! She did not care to see

me, I do believe, except to talk to me about

what he had written. "Oh, Mr. Carter,"

she told me one day, "just to think! He

says I am the first to know it, but his letter

yesterday was all about his having final-

ly resolved to be a minister. He has such

splendid talents, and he says it is such a

glorious calling. I wonder you are con-

tent to sell sugar and tobacco and things ;

but, then And Cosnia checked herself,

and looked at me with a kind of divine

pity in her eyes, the clear eyes of an in-

fant.

" You have none of his talent," she meant.

Of course, I understood. How incessantly

the words about Paul rang in my ears while

she talked !

" His bodily presence is weak,
and his speech contemptible ;

but his letters

are weighty and powerful." I hope I may
be forgiven, I could almost have laid hold

upon her and shaken her ! No, but I could

have taken that miserable mite of a Habby,
and dropped him down the mouth of our

coal-mine ! Not at all
;

it was myself that

I was enraged with.

I am relating all this in a very confused

manner
;
but the truth is, I was amazed at

Habersharn, and may have (not intending

it the moment before) said something to

Cosina the evening she told me about iny

brother becoming a minister, to undo any

effect Habby was producing upon her. It-

was mean in me to do it in his absence,

very mean. I suppose I was so much in

earnest that I did not hear a ring at the

door
;
but I heard Mrs. Brown tell my moth-

er afterward that Mabel Patterson was in

the hall at the time waiting to see Virginia,

but had come softly down into the kitchen

to beg Mrs. Brown to excuse her to Virginia,

and had gone home out of the side -door.

" She looked so pale from her walk," said

Mrs. Brown,
" that I begged her to rest till I

got some cake
;
but she wouldn't, and went."

The next day Mr. Patterson remarked at

the store, incidentally, that Mabel had gone
to spend a mouth with relatives in the ad-

joining State. Candor constrains me to add

that I was at this time exceedingly disa-

greeable in my bearing in business. I am

generally downright in manner, and apt to

enforce upon other people my own convic-

tions, and pretty vigorously, since they are,

right or wrong, very clear and decided. A

good deal of a bear I am, I fear, as hirsute

folk often are
;
but I must have been so to

'an extraordinary degree at that time.

"Wuss nor the old man iver dared to

be," was the way in which Mike phrased it.

But I left all that at the store. I never car-

ried it home. Not that I was more amiable

there, but, in part, at least, because I knew

how well my mother and sisters would guess

why I was so cross.
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I SAID, a chapter or two ago, that there

was with us a brief period during which the

planting of the manifold seeds of things was

done eagerly, energetically, and all at ouce.

Following upon this there was a long pe-

riod of comparative inaction, during which

the varied germs developed aud grew as of

themselves. When, however, the crop rip-

ened, it was as if in a tremendous hurry

again, and all at once.

There was, for instance, that affair of

Archibald's. For a wonder, he had made

himself, so far, contented behind the scales

iu Mr. Clarkson's drug-store. And no man

could have gone into the establishment and

not have been struck with the appearance

of my brother. Had you bought an allevi-

ative of him, in the agonies of the toothache

while you did so, you could not but have

said to yourself of my brother, "What on

earth are you doing here?" Tall, with very

black hair aud beard, his eyes brilliant, erect

aud graceful in bearing, power aud meaning
in every motion, the man was utterly out

of place : the bar or the pulpit seemed his

true sphere. We all knew it could not last

long. If Mr. Clarkson had not -been the

roundest, smoothest, easiest of good-humor-

ed employers, Archibald, tired out although

he was for the present with the perversity

of the world toward him, -would not have

remained so long. I had thought of obtain-

ing settled work for him as manager of our

coal-works, which were slowly.bnt steadily

becoming a valuable property ;
but Mr. Pat-

terson would not listen to it for an instant.

An intensely practical man himself, his aver-

sion to my talented but impracticable broth-

er was very great. So far it had taken ev-

ery dollar of my share of the profits to re-

pay Mr. Patterson's advance when Haber-

sham left, and it was all I could do to get

money enough to keep Habby supplied, ex-

penses at college being so much greater

than we had supposed. So morbid was he,

that he "could not endure to be hustled

about by the mob," as he termed it, at the

college libraries, and we had, therefore, to

supply him with means to buy every book

he used. I was glad to do all I could for

Habby. It was very rarely he wrote to any

body unless it was to Cosma Adams; but

we knew iu many ways that he was regard-

ed as a genius.

"No man has ever taken," a professor of

the institution wrote to my father, "one

hundred iu grade since Aaron Burr gradu-

ated. Unless his health gives way, your

sou may do this. Certainly, we regard him

as the most decided genius we have had

since Burr. What a pity he is of such an

unsocial and morbid nature!"

I winced sometimes at the shabbiuess of

my best suit, especially when calling upon
Cosma Adams, in regard to whose opinion

I was growing wonderfully sensitive; but

when I thought what a man my brother

was to be, I had a pleasure iu making any

sacrifice for him beyoud all that my money
could otherwise have brought me. I am

afraid Mr. Patterson told Mabel; but no

one else, iu my father's house even, knew

how much it took to keep Habby comforta-

ble. It gave a new sacreduess, however, to

the matter that, iu reply to an urgent cor-

respondence upon the part of my father,

Habersham had intimated of late, as to Cos-

ma, that he might become a minister.
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I Lave wandered from Arcby. My moth-

er scoffed at a certain plan of mine in refer-

ence to him to such a degree that I never

spoke again about it to her, and she thought
I had abandoned the, to her, absurd idea;

but I thought then, as I think now, that the

one thing to do with Archibald was to I

declare that I intended, up to writing that

last word, to have said frankly what my plan

was. I believe I will wait. I will say merely

this, that my scheme was a thoroughly sen-

sible one, if it was startling. Certainly, no

human being knew of it except the three

most vitally interested. But, oh, the hard

work it took ! Sincerely, I do not believe

any poet toiled harder at an epic, such deli-

cacy of treatment as well as energy of im-

agination was required. I know you say,
" Why not tell us the whole thing, and be

done with it ?" It would be best
;
but I can

not, unless it be to say that Metternich him-

self never had diplomacy more difficult upon
his hands. Metteruich was, so to speak, Aus-

tria itself when in act of treating with, we
will say, France. In this case the diplouiate

represented nobody but himself, and I had to

treat Avith an Austria on the one side, and

a France ou the other, each far more willful

and unreliable than any Austria or France

that ever existed. Let us say no more about

it just now. I will simply add that, hard as

we worked down at the store, that work was

not a circumstance compared to that which

the matter I am speaking of required at my
hands.

Eventswere rapidly ripening as the months

rolled away. Yes, and as the swift years

passed on. It is out of the question trying

to give the dates or seasons of the year. As

to recording here the conversations, that,

also, is impracticable ;
I could not begin to

do so with any accuracy ; besides, one is too

impatient to tarry long enough. Moreover,

all the various threads of our family matters

were so unceasingly crossing and recrossiug

while the weaving of the family history was

going on, that you can not detach the one

from the other for a moment.

There was, for instance, the singular affair

of Dr. Grex and Virginia. I have told how
he was struck down at my bedside by Vir-

ginia's beauty. Not that it was so extraor-

dinary. She did not equal my mother, in

my eyes, but she was to Dr. Grex the most

wonderful young lady he had ever met, in

virtue of being, I dare say, unlike those

with whom he had been associated before

a type of loveliness wholly new to him.

The love of Mr. Clarkson for Virginia was
an ardent but (and because she was what
she was) an absurd and laughable affair.

The more devoted it was, that much the

more ridiculous it seemed.

Dr. Grex was to Mr. Clarkson as Don

Quixote was to Saucho Panza, strong, an-

gular, determined, violent : the doctor, I am
fain to add, with none of the knight's ex-

quisite courtesy. He confined his insanity,

like the Don, to one mania. With the Don
it was the delusion of believing that he

belonged to a past age of chivalry, which

never existed. On the other hand, I}r. Grex

believed in himself as the cavalier of a fut-

ure chivalry the chivalry of an age when

Christianity will have descended into the

tombs of all the dead religions, and the pos-

itive, actual, material will be the only thing
in which men will believe or for which they
will care. Glorying in being in advance

of his times, Christianity was the caitiff

giant at which the surgeon was forever rid-

ing. It was part of the rough independence
of his character; for, in the South in those

days, infidelity and abolitionism were one,

and those who held such opinions were usu-

ally too prudent to express them. To be an

infidel was to be all that was low, coarse,

vulgar ;
there was the smell of whisky in

it, the rattle of dice, the scandal and wran-

gle of divorce, and all uucleauuess. Noth-

ing but the extraordinary reputation of Dr.

Grex as a surgeon enabled him to survive

the odium belonging to the word, people

classifying his unbelief as part of his rough-

ness and eccentricity. Nothing less than

his desperate affection for Virginia would

have driven him to visit at our house over

all the barriers which he knew to exist.

"You say that Christians

ic," I remember Virginia saying to him one

evening after he had become a frequent

visitor,
" as if any body could be as dog-

matic as you are, in the opposite direction.

You say we are bigoted. Dr. Grex, yon
are the most bigoted person in your unbe-

lief that I ever knew. We read about the

are dogmat-
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Chinese, and their conviction that every

body else is a barbarian
;
and all you lack,

sir, of being as foolish excuse me is a

pair of white shoes, and a cue of hair down

your back. I have read of the pope regard-

ing himself as infallible
;
and there you

sit and speak about Christians as if you

were talking about insects, as serenely in-

fallible as if you were a pope !" My sister

never said any thing violently, for her charm

lay in her serenity ;
but I am satisfied the

doctor often broached the subject, in order

to see the color come into her cheeks, and

her soul into her eyes. I wondered at it, for,

tough as he was, he could not but wince un-

der the scorn
; or, still harder to bear, her

womanly pity as for a man who was deform-

ed. But, then, the doctor's deformity was

in her view a something of his own wicked

doing, and the pity was very like anger.

Virginia could not remember the day when
our religion was not the chief, as it was the

most certain, thing of our lives the one

cause of all that was good and loving in her

father and mother, and all of us. It was to

her as if Dr. Grex had asserted that the sun

had no existence, or was but a lump of mud
thrown into the air, for the instant, from the

wheel of a passing carriage. Oh, the power
of that serene and sweet and absolute cer-

tainty !

"
I dare say you sincerely think so," Dr.

Grex would reply, passing his long fingers

through his already thoi-oughly rumpled

hair; "but I am a man of plain common
sense. I have taken to pieces every square
inch of the human body. I find men are

only more finely organized cats and dogs.

I never found any more soul in a man than

you find in a frog. So of the earth under

you, it is made up of so much soil, metal,
rock

;
and all the stars of heaven are only

varieties of this globe. There are all sorts

of laws and forces at work here, in the same

way, for ever and ever. It's the same, so far

as the microscope or the telescope shows,

everywhere. If there is any soul or any
God, I never met them. All humbug !" add.

ed Dr. Grex, with violence. " Heh ?"

" Do you look me in the face ?" my sister

replied, standing by the piano at which she

had been playing, and looking down upon
the surgeon who was seated on the music-

stool, whirling himself upon its screw, now
to this side, now to that, with his long legs

spread out, restless and uncouth. "Do you
dai-e to sit there and tell rue that I am only

a kind of cat ?" It was not the lovely color

in her face as she said it, nor the modula-

tions of her quiet tones, nor the exquisite

carriage of her person which she had in-

herited from our mother
;

it was the soul

in the woman asserting itself. The doctor

ceased unconsciously from his restlessness,

and gazed full in her face. It was inde-

scribable. For the first time in his life the

possibility of there being, indeed, an immor-

tal soul, at least in her case an imperial

something in the body, but wholly superior

to its mechanism of bones and muscles

the fact, and the certainty of the fact, broke

upon him. All his association with people

had been of a merely bodily kind before,

nothing beyond the smart and sharp, often

desperate, exhibition of mere humor or good-

fellowship, greed or cunning, ambition or

auger; things common to animals of all

grades ; things of which the mere mechan-

ism and ganglia of the nerves common to

all were adequate cause. But in the face

of this woman was a sudden revelation of a

something separated by a bridgeless chasm

from all that a soul which his own soul

recognized as with a sudden bound.

"And do you tell me," Virginia continued,

in her eagerness not even flushing under

the intensity of his gaze, "that any other

than God could make me !" And then, as her

excitement sobered down, and the blushes

began to come,
" Dr. Grex," she said,

"
please

do not think me rude, but I can not endure

to talk with you any more this evening.

Excuse me, please," and she had left the

room. There was nothing for the doctor to

do but to get his queer cap in the hall, go

home, and comfort himself by finding the

negation and denial of all he had seen in

Virginia in the contemplation of Charles,

his boy, as stolid as he was black.

" If men," he muttered to himself, how-

ever, as he went to his office,
"
have, as the

Bible says, been convinced that there is an-

other world after this, and a God, by the

appearing to them of an angel, I don't see

why it may not be so in my case. Of

course, I don't pretend that I know for cer-
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tain every thing in the universe. I don't

believe it
; but, for what I know, there may

be a soul and a God. People always have

thought so, and everywhere. Heh ? Oh,

hang it, never mind !"

And this was but one of many interviews

between Dr. Grex and Jenny. There would

determined than himself. Virginia regard-

ed the doctor as being, in some senses, the

manliest of men
; yet, when the everlasting

theme came up, as it always did, she felt

herself, and instantly, to be immeasurably
his superior. What confirmed her therein

was that she was aware that he knew it algo.

' DO YOU LOOK ME IN THE FACE ?"

be a firm resolve upon the part of both that

religion should not be mentioned; but, al-

most without exception, it would come up

every time, and in every case the visit was

hurried thereby to a rapid and premature

ending ;
for the surgeon, for the first time

in his experience, had found a person more

"What I know," she would say to him,

"I know partly, as you yourself do, from

the instinct of my immortal nature; more

clearly and certainly still, I am confident

of it from a revelation assuring me even if I

doubted. The actual fact, Dr. Grex, is that

you shrink as much, in this matter, from
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yielding to your own nature, as you do from

yielding to revelation. And yon know it!"

her eyes full in bis.

" May I be shot," Dr. Grex would anath-

ematize himself as he left the house, "if I

talk upon the subject with her again ! It

always ends in making her seem an angel

and me a cur. The fact is, I never will en-

ter that house again, unless somebody there

breaks his neck and sends for me !" Which

resolve was always sealed with an oath
;

but within the month he was sure to be

there again, aud there was a repetition of the

same old story.

It was about this time that there raged

in St. Charles a singular epidemic for giving

parties; such a mania as has made the very

mention of a party a mockery there to this

day. The begiuniug was with Governor

Hone. For many weeks an ever-deepening

gloom seemed to be settling down upon the

city, and especially upon our church. With-

out any apparent cause, people said,
" How

miserably dull and disagreeable every thing-

is!" No one took his usual interest in his

business or his children, or cared to call the

one upon the other. Never were matters

quite so uninteresting in Sunday - school

and church. All the week my father look-

ed forward to his Sabbath-afternoon service

in the penitentiary as the oasis of the world

to him just then.

" It is dreadful, governor," Miss Praxley

said, one evening to his excellency;
"

it is a

sort of social ague. You can positively see

the green scum of our stagnation in the

faces of the people. Look at Cosma, if yon
doubt it. Was ever any pond as stupid ? If

it goes on, people will be committing suicide

or something. Come, Governor Glorious

for Miss Praxley had a new name for every

body
"
you are the man to stop it. What

is the use of your beiug governor if you
don't do something?"

"
Very true, Miss Praxley," said the gov-

ernor, gallantly.
" I create you secretary of

state. Write out a proclamation that peo-

ple must stop being so dull, and must be as

bright as Miss Praxley, or go to the peni-

tentiary. I'll sign it. Or it shall be a proc-

lamation for a fast-day or a thanksgiving,
as you please."

" Like the Yankees. No, sir," replied Miss

Praxley, who was singularly full of restless

liveliness these last few weeks, her eyes and

little curls about her forehead in as inces-

sant motion as her tongue and fingers.
" I

tell you ! This is the very idea. Make Mrs.

Motherly here -for they were at the table

give a party."

"Exactly," the governor hastened to re-

ply.
"
Sukey, I do wish you would. Geor-

gia Quarterrnau will take Squashy and a

dozen or two of the other children out of

the way. Cosma, what do you say ? If you
will roll up your sleeves, Miss Praxley, and

help."

"It will aid him to go to Washington

again," Miss Praxley urged upon Mrs. Hone.
"
Come, madame la mere, do consent !" And

Mrs. Hone, startled at being styled a mare,

did consent. But it was not until after the

governor had kissed her, and called her, in

the strict privacy of their nursery, his " dear

old Sukey
" a good many times

; for, polish-

ed gentleman as he was in Washington and

in company, no plainer old planter ever

lived than he when in the bosom of his

household. That was the way the parties

began. But, once begun, it seemed as if they
never would cease. Pulpy Mr. Clemming
had one. Major Hampton had one, and in-

sisted upon my father remaining to the

end, aud closing with prayer. Mrs. Colonel

Archer gave one, although we all knew that

the colonel could not afford it "just then."

The largest was that at Mr. Patterson's, aud

Mabel astonished us all by the dignity of

her demeanor as hostess. There must have

been fifty of them, great and small, before

the epidemic ceased. But the whole sea-

son culminated at the house of Mrs. Presi-

dent
;
after hers, the wave, so to speak, stead-

ily rolled down and out, although a weari-

somely long time it was in doing so.

"I do wish, Mr. Broadshoulders," Miss

Praxley said to me, at the opening of Mrs.

President's party, and as part of "
breaking

the ice " of the same " do wish yon would

tell me which it is."

"Which what is?" I asked, although I

knew so well what she meant.
" Look at her," Miss Praxley said, with a

motion of her chin in that direction. I had

been looking that way before. It was Miss

Mabel Patterson to whom she alluded. I
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suppose it was some skillful combination of

the colors of her dress, but a more brilliant

and beautiful brunette it was hard to im-

agine. Quite a knot of gentlemen, friends

of Mrs. President's, from Washington, were

grouped about her, and what a contempt I

had for the brass buttons of certain military

youth among them !"

"I do not like Mabel," Miss Praxley said
;

"she is too set in her ways, too prejudiced

and desperately determined
;
but how can

she help being like her father, especially as

her poor mother was, they say, snubbed to

death by him when she was a child ? But

it gives her that perfect ease of manner.

Those Washington people never met a more

charming belle. You had better look out,

Mr. Booby."

"Miss Mabel is a most estimable and

beautiful girl," I said, in a dignified way,
for I did not like Miss Praxley's freedom.
" I rarely see her, however. She is absent

from the city most of her time, off among
her relatives. Her father is very little com-

pany for her
" Carter Quarterman," Miss Praxley said,

laying her gloved hand on mine,
" there is

one thing you are dying to have me do for

you. Perhaps. Aud I will hunt him up if

I can find him here to-uiglit. But you at-

tend to your own business. Quarterman,
indeed ! You are not a tenth of a man.

Knowing all that you do," she added, with

her eyes upon my face, which began to

burn
;

"
your name ought to begin with a

big F, and have two o's and an I for the rest

of it! I'm going to look for him," she add-

ed, as she left me.

Little I cared, for at the moment Cosma

Adams passed in the thickening crowd, and

I rose and joined her. Cosma Adams ! Of

course, I know that a skilled artisan can

take a handful of clay, aud mold aud make

it into a vase which shall be as exquisite in

its beauty as a poem. Yes, aud I know that

our Master can pick out of the filth of the

hovel the vilest beggar's brat, and make it

into the purest of Christians on earth, to be

the loveliest, at last, of saints in heaven. But

you can not understand the change in Cos-

ma, dear reader, not having known her when
she came to St. Charles from her log-cabin,

in a linsey-woolsey dress, with hair browned

by the sun aud tangled by the winds
;
face

freckled and vacant
; eyes as empty of mean-

ing as eyes could be, without being those of

an idiot ! It was a pity we lived so close

to Governor Hone's
;
we could not help

knowing the poor child well. Good Mrs.

Brown took a fancy to her, and Mrs. Brown's

cakes down-stairs were to Cosma like the

delicacies of paradise ;
but the idea of Cos-

ma ever becoming an associate for any of us

for any other than Squashy, in fact never

occurred to any one. Yet, out of that ma-

terial had emerged this Cosma Adams ! Of

course, the statue was in the marble at first,

or all the chopping-away of Phidias would

not have formed it
;
but what reminder of

the child she had been was there in this

charming girl, in the full bloom of her fail-

face, in the beauty of her great blue eyes ?

Aud yet there was such reminder in the

child-like simplicity wherein lay her great-

est beauty at last. Yes, I was in love with

her, madly and miserably in love with her,

and, as usual, either she could not, or would

not, understand me always treating my
advances as part of my teasing and jesting
when I first knew her, so that I was glad to

get away from her to Miss Mabel Patterson.

She received rue as quietly as she always

did, but had so very little to say to me that

I was again at a loss.

" I met a friend of yours while I was

absent," she said, at last, and, as if to say

something,
" a remarkably pleasant and tal-

ented gentleman. His father was a distin-

guished missionary Mr. Alouzo M'Cal-

lum "

"
Oh, Carter," my sister Georgia inter-

rupted us at this moment. " Excuse me,

Mabel, but yonder is General M'Neil. Ho
is coming this way, aud I will scream if

somebody doesn't come to my relief. Go
aud tell Mr. Clarksou over yonder behind

Virginia, or that Dr. Grex, to come aud stay

with me and talk to me all the evening,

or I will wring his neck." In fact, Georgia
was in the full gust of one of her moods, and

I knew the pertinacity as well as appall-

ing sincerity of General M'Neil's chivalrous

ways, and I did as she desired. No senti-

nel at his post more inflexible than the gen-

eral in his position by the side of Georgia ;

a large, square-faced, soleinn-visaged man,
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with a portentous neck-tie, and the aspect

of serious business in all his bearing, yet

true and pure and good as a little child.

" My dear Miss Quarterman," I heard the

stately general say to her when I passed,
" as

I before observed, not dryad among its oaks,

nor naiad dripping from its fountains, is as

much so as yourself. How vain and mere-

tricious would be the illusions of poesy

were they not made real to us, in rare in-

ward him, and away from the general as

much as she dared. For General M'Neil

stood so high, there was so much of genuine

chivalry in the ceremonious soul of the man,
that even Georgia was afraid of him. Ev-

ery body thought him the most terrible of

bores, but nobody ever said so, every one

ashamed of himself, or of herself even, for

thinking so.

"Alonzo M'Callurn!" I said to myself that

tervals, by those who image forth in their I night, and steadily thereafter. "And. so you

own person a loveliness beyond futile im-

As I said previously But I

lost what followed, laughing as I went, to

see how convulsively Georgia clung to good

agination !

are the handsome and charming student

they have been talking about so long in

connection with Mabel! You are, are you?

Humph! This is a new feature of the case

Mr. Clarkson, her whole person turned to-
1

with a vengeance."

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE epidemic for giving parties ran its

course in our city, and the violence thereof

brought with it a reaction which expressed

itself in the very unanimous remark,
"
Well,

deliver me from hearing of parties again !"

With the reaction, the former apathetic con-

dition of things returned, and in an intensi-

fied degree.

"What is the matter with every body,

Mr. Wisehead ?" Miss Praxley demanded of

me one day, interrupting me dreadfully at

my work among boxes and hogsheads in

Mr. Patterson's store, while she lingered and

talked. " The faces of people are like the

ponds near your coal-works," she said
"
yes, they are actually green with the scum

of stagnation. Can't you induce Mike there

to roll a hogshead upon me ?"

" I would if lie were here to try and chock

it," I replied ;
and Miss Praxley's comely face

grew radiant as I said it. I know she was

eccentric, but she was too rich to have any
work into which she was compelled to pour
her energies. Besides, she had not remain-

ed unmarried but by reason of some shock

which and no one knew exactly what it

was had arrested her life from its natu-

ral channel as wife and mother to overflow,

from sheer force and abundance, in a hun-

dred unusual directions. Apart from her

trenchant and unwearying spirits, we all

liked her very much. True, one would tire

a little of her exuberant life occasionally ;

but, then, when you had time to rest a while,

you were glad to hear her quick, light step,

and to see once more her bright face with

its profusion of little curls and its sparkle
of beady black eyes. Except Mabel Patter-

son and Cosma Adams, Miss Praxley was
the person, in connection with another, who

kept my hands very full those days ;
for we

are always more anxious about other peo-

ple's matters when we think they are placed
in our hands than we are about our own.

As sure as you live, the malarious stagna-

tion in St. Charles, as well as the trial and

failure of party-giving to do more than make
it worse, was preparation indispensable to

what followed. First came Mrs. Brown's

sickness. Good Mrs. Brown ! From rny ear-

liest memory she had lived, except during
our brief sojourn with Uncle Archibald, in

our family. Even bearing my father and

mother in mind, Mrs. Brown was the most

faultless person I ever knew. She arose, to

A minute, at five o'clock the year around,

and breakfast was on the table when we
came down at seven by a process as steady

as placed the hand of the clock to that nu-

meral. More so, for we often forgot to wind

up the clock, or it got out of repair; and

good Mrs. Brown needed, in her unbroken
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regularity, no help from outside. The Bible

and hymn-book were her exclusive reading,

attending chnrch and prayer- meetings her

sole recreation. She always insisted, in her

mild way, upon having a flower-plot in the

back yard for nasturtiums, mignonuette, and

parsley, and the care of these was her one

dissipation. Had yon known her slightly

you might have called her stupid, bnt my
mother thought her a wonderful woman, a

perfect treasure.

" It is because," Georgia explained one

day, "she never is sick, you know. I don't

think she is so wonderfully good."

"You are never sick, Miss Georgia," I

ventured,
" and yet yon are as uncertain as

the four winds. Last week you insisted on

having poor little Squashy here, cuddling

and hugging and kissing it all day, rock-

ing it to sleep, tossing it about until it

was like a big bubble in a whirlwind, and

then you suddenly got tired, said it was

an odious little wretch, with no more sense

than a pat of butter And now it's Mr.

Clarkson "

"Hush, Carter," my mother said; "we
are talking about Mrs. Brown. She is as

regular as the automata we read about,

yet we all respect and love her for a hidden

something in her which none of us under-

stand. Your father says that there is a se-

cret in her silent, methodical, invariable

goodness beyond his comprehension. We
have come to take her as we do the Sab-

bath, as a matter of course. Some day we
will appreciate her more than we do now."

My mother had said about the same thing

every time Mrs. Brown was mentioned from

my earliest recollection. When the mania

for party-giving was dying out, Mrs. Brown's

sudden and dangerous illness brought this

prophecy clearly to our minds.

Had the spring or summer failed in its

coming, it could not have surprised us much

more than Mrs. Brown's failure in her orbit.

Yes, there she lay in her little room at the

head of the top stairs, so very ill that Dr.

Grex had been hurried to her at midnight.

And only for a few days, alas ! What the re-

sult was to be soon became but too evident,

and Georgia devoted her time to weeping
over her own selfishness.

" If I had read to her more," she said :

"she never asked me to; but I know she

liked it. And I might have sat with her

of nights, oh, so much more than I did, help-

ing her darn socks and mending things. I

am so, so sorry !" Then Georgia would make
another visit to Mrs. Brown's little room to

cry over and kiss her there, and come down-
stairs again in a stronger remorse; while

my mother and Virginia, and the perfectly

stupid black girl, Crecy, did all together not

half the work which our sick housekeeper
had done so quietly and thoroughly. But
it was not in Mrs. Brown's nature to lie still,

and be waited iipou by us. If she could not

move, as for so many years, in the even

round of her life in this world, there was
another in which she could.

Such a change had taken place in Dr.

Grex during the last year for many mouths

had fled since my accident that it was as

much a desire to be with Mrs. Brown as to

be with Virginia that caused him to take-

ins turn in watching, generally with Jenny,
I am free to say ;

for the moment Georgia
ceased working with the patient, and seat-

ed herself at her side at night she fell fast

asleep. "Everything or nothing" seemed

to be a motto rooted into her very nature.
" I never met exactly such a case,"Dr. Grex

said to Virginia, Georgia sleeping sweet-

ly in the arm-chair between them, during
one of those nights. It was said in answer

to the story Jenny had told him of the years

of devotion, and the yet more singular even-

ness oftemper in the life of our housekeeper.

"It looks very much as if all I've told

you of automatism is true. By nature and

habit this good woman had become a mere

machine. There is nothing of soul in that,

heh ?" said the doctor.

" I am weary, Dr. Grex, and so are you, of

such nonsense," my sister replied. "As if I

had not already told you how devotedly she

loved us, how deeply we respect and love

her. What is there in a clock that loves

and is loved ? Is there any thing you will

have, dear Mrs. Brown ?" Virginia added,

for the patient at this moment opened her

eyes.
" Thank you, Miss Jenny, nothing," she re-

plied ;

" but I heard you, and I can not sleep.''

" Dr. Grex was saying how interested he

was in your case," my sister said, after sev-
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eral other matters had been spoken of, to

break the long silence which followed.

"Mrs.Qnarterman tells me you have found

out my ailment, doctor," the sick woman

said. The cheek-bones were too high, the

features too coarse, the forehead too furrow-

ed, for her to be any thing other than home-

ly ;
but it was a good, honest face now turn-

ed to the physician.
" Of course," he replied.

" That is why I

can not help you, and why all medicine is

more of a humbug even than usual in your

case. Cancer of the stomach, heh? You

never let any body know ? You are a re-

markable woman to have hidden it so long.

I honor you," he said, with a gentler tone,

as she colored, painfully.

some fact in regard to household matters,

"My Saviour was with me all these years.

More and more every year. Never as much
as now. I suppose that is why I didn't care

for company. Jesus is with me. I will be

with him forever. He is all I want." The
force of what she said lay, however, in the

manner. It was simple statement of fact,

and the eyes of the surgeon read in hers the

undoubted existence and character of the

Person of whom the woman spoke, as one

reads of Caesar or Washington upon the

printed page, and, reading, must believe. .

"Miss Jenny," the dying woman added,

"I've known you from the day you were

born. Never marry any man that does not

believe in Christ. If he doesn't believe in

" My mother died of it when I was a great
j

him, he can not believe in you. No man can

love you aud laugh at your Saviour."
" I never will," Virginia replied, as quietly.

"No man," the dying woman said, after

quite a silence, "can pretend he cares for

you when he knows the whole stoiy of who

Jesus is, aud what Jesus has done for us,

and does not love him." And how profound

the silence that followed upon these words !

It was so deep that it seemed to have power
to wake Georgia.

"
Oh, you dear, darling Mrs. Brown !'' slit-

said, in a gust of affection, in the very act

of waking. Kneeling by her side, and

putting her arms over her "I am sorry,

sorry you are so sick. I am so ashamed of

how cross I have been with you.- And I

might have staid down in the kitchen with

you much more than I did. Perhaps you
would have enjoyed having me teach you
how to do crochet -work, or something.
Please forgive me, aud get well. Aud when
I would make such a fuss, you never said any

thing but 'Oh, Miss Georgia, please don't;'

and you in such pain all the time."- And

Georgia exhausted herself, and the others

Well, what is it, then ?" asked Dr. Grex. too, with alternate caresses and self-re-

"You are as composed as we are. I never
j proaches. But it was all over very soon,

girl," she said, slowly, after a while,
" in the

hospital. Dr. Quartermau took me out of

the hospital to his house. All my life since

I supposed I would die in the same way. I

never spoke of it, but I knew it."

" And that is why you hid your suffering,

and why you didn't care to lead any other

life?" asked the surgeon; but the woman
said nothing.

" Dear Mrs. Brown, papa says you know

you can not live," Virginia said, drawing

nearer,
" and that you are not afraid to die.

You are not afraid, are you f"

A smile upon the face of the dying woman
was the only reply ;

a sufficient reply, it was
*

so bright.

"You think about heaven, I suppose," Dr.

Grex said,
" about its being a splendid place

thrones and harps, and golden apples on

the trees, aud all that, heh f
'

"
No, sir," Mrs. Brown answered, with a

dignity that rebuked the questioner.
" I

know I am going to heaven. I believe that

I will soon be there, and will live there for-

But it is not often I think about that."ever.

it

met a happier person, and I know you have

had terrible pain, heh ?"

" You can not understand me, sir," replied

the woman, "nor will you understand it yet,

Miss Jenny ;
not even your father and moth-

er perfectly. It can not be said in words."

And then, after a long pause, looking Dr.

Grex steadily in the eyes, and as if stating

our good housekeeper dying, one Saturday

afternoon, as quietly as she had done every

thing else.

It is strange how similar events will come

at once, but it was the very week of her

funeral that Colonel Archer wras shot. It

was Scotchy Strange, the billiard - saloon

man, who did it. Nothing could be sim-
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pier. Colonel Archer was prosecuting at-

torney ; Scotchy had been indicted by the

grand jury for keeping a disorderly house.

The grand jury had done the same thing at

every term for years past, but the man was

regarded as a "
dangerous customer," and the

prosecution had been very languid. Pos-

sibly Colonel Archer would not have been

so zealous had not a promisiug youth from

his Bible-class been led astray at Scotchy's

billiard-hall to the breaking of his mother's

heart. In any case, Colonel Archer threw

himself at the man along the lines of the

law with the terrible energy of the old

days when he wrote editorials and made

political speeches, of which a fight, more or

less according to the code, was the invaria-

ble peroration. It was an old story those

days, the result. Scotchy Strange posted

himself near the door of the post-office one

morning ;
and when Colonel Archer came for

his mail, shot him down with a revolver.

No man was more astonished, in all the ex-

cited crowd that ran together, than Scotchy

Strange, at least, seemed to be.

" Why, gentlemen," he exclaimed, with

oath heaped upon oath,
" I never dreamed

but that the man would figlit! You see, I

challenged him all square and regular. He

said he wouldn't go out with me
;
told my

second so
;
said he had given all that sort of

thing up. But, then, that wouldn't prevent

his having it out on the street, you know !"

The surging crowd cut short the indignant

assertions of the murderer, as it hustled him

before the nearest justice of the peace.
" Of course, I knew," he continued, when

he was before that magistrate, and could get

his breath, "that the colonel had joined the

church. He couldn't fight in the regular

way. But who ever supposed he wouldn't

have his revolver in case I met him on the

streets ? He's done it a hundred times, you

all know. He wrote me he wouldn't, I know
;

but the moment I saw his umbrella in his

hand, as he came, I knew, or, at least, I sup-

posed for certain, there was a revolver down

in it
;
umbrella shut up, you know. And he

saiv me! Well, may I be" and no form

of oath was left out of the emphasis "if I

ever knew a man, an honorable man like

a Derringer. Cheat arevolver, not even

fellow like that !" The man was a huge,

grizzle-bearded scoundrel
;
but somehow his

words did not carry conviction with them.

The more violent his language, the less force

it had. The colonel did not have any weap-

on, and the man knew it, that was plain.

It was into Dr. Grex's office the dying man
was carried. The doctor was off somewhere,
as usual

;
but hard riding upon the part of

every man who had a horse convenient, to-

ward all points of the compass at which he

was known to have patients, soon brought
him. His first surgery on his arrival, so to

speak, was to hurry every one out of his of-

fice. It was a dense crowd, and it was deter-

mined to see or die. The process of eject-

ing it, on the part of Dr. Grex, was an opera-

tion in itself resembling amputation. A doz-

en voices informed him, as he did so, that the

colonel's wife was on a visit out of the State.

" I am glad of it," the surgeon said, as, t 1 '"

door being shut with the help of his bla

Charles, he cut open the clothes of t
1

wounded man. It required only a look

the location of the wound, a little blue sj

of the size of a pea, and he stepped to t

door, unlocked it, held it open only an in

or two by force against the pressure of t

heaving mass of curiosity without, and sa...,

as if he were alluding merely to the proba-

bility of rain or not,
" Halloo ! somebody tell

Dr. Quartermau I'd like to see him a mo-

ment, if convenient. And Mrs. Quartermau,

or some lady. Yes, aud one of you look out

at the post-office till Colonel Tom Maxwell

comes for his mail, and tell him to step in

here. No, not one soul of you to save your

lives !" he added, as he shut to the door with

his shoulder to it, locked it, and turned to

his patient.

"Well, doctor, what is it?" Colonel Arch-

er asked, as lie lay upon the peculiar bed

in the doctor's office, which had held, ah,

how many a like result of " a difficulty" be-

fore. Dr. Grex passed his hand through his

hair, smoothed away his heavy mustache

to right aud left from his mouth, and said,

looking at the colonel, "Yes." Only that.

It was in the tone aud manner. The ques-

high-toued man like him, and have nary a

tiouing eyes of the wounded man closed, his

Colonel Archer, do such a trick as that ! A hands made a motion as if they would come

together, the lips stirred as if in prayer. It
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was supplication, but it was all put into a

word, a name. Theu the eyes opened again

as if from refreshing sleep, clear, calm, happy.
" I ani so glad I didn't," said the dying

mail. " Old times were so strong in me, I

had them out and loaded. But I left them

behind. One of Scotchy's clan was passing ;

I called him in and showed him. He went

ahead, and told the man. Murder, doctor,

deliberate murder."

At this moment a score of voices outside

informed Dr. Grex, with many a thump upon

the door, that Colonel Tom was there. Un-

locking the door, the doctor allov^d that

portly and panting individual to come in,

and then shut it to again and locked it,

only to unlock it and say, as he confronted

the excited crowd :

" What are you men crushing and crowd-

ing so here for? Heh? The colonel is done

for, and Strange did it, because he knew his

man hadn't a thing about him. Not one

thing. The colonel had sent him full word

not ten minutes before. He wouldn't have

dared do it, if he had not known there was

no risk. What are you fellows doing here,

heh? A fool might know this isn't the

place. Bah ! And when you all know that

scoundrel as well as I do. Heh ?" It was

said with exceeding contempt.

"You've done it, Doc," the warden of

the penitentiary said, as the other shut and

locked the door. " Can't say that I object.

I wouldn't have him as a boarder, anyway.

Lawyers are too smart for that. They would

wait till the excitement ran down, then clear

him. Of course that is always the way.
All right."

" What do you mean ? I wanted you to

help keep these people out. Stay as long

as you can. Charles!" And the surgeon

proceeded, with the help of his black boy,

to perform his functions.

"After what you have said, they won't

trouble us," Colonel Maxwell coolly replied.

"And you did right." Sure enough, there

was a sudden lull in the noise outside. The
crowd seemed to have lost on the instant all

interest in the wounded man. Gathered in

knots, they were talking apart in low but

not excited tones. After a while all of

them, as by a common impulse, sauntered*

slowly away, but with their hands in their

10

pockets, and with a sudden affectation of ut-

ter unconcern, which would have astonished

any one who did not comprehend. American

institutions as established in that latitude.

"The jail is strong, you see; at least I

suppose so ain't it? Heh? Besides, the

erowd was growing too big to keep out,"

Dr. Grex replied to a questioning look of his

patient, and then added, coldly, "The jail

ought to be strong enough to hold them out

as well as him in. It is, now isn't it ?" Col-

onel Tom, the warden, looked at the surgeon

with an inquiring glance, his head a little

on ;>ue side, mere! remarking,
" You think so T He'd be safer down at

my place ;
but all right, I'm willing. Halloo,

who is that ? Go away, you can't come in

here ;" this last remark in answer to a tap

on the door, and a low request to be let in.

With one hand full of instruments, the doe-

tor stepped promptly to the door, unlocked

it, and let in a veiled lady.
"
Oh, doctor, I am so sorry to hear it," Vir-

ginia said; for it was none other than my
sister.

" My mother has gone with my fa-

ther to a basket - meeting fifty miles away.

Carter has got Mr. Patterson's horse, and

has gone for them. Mrs. Archer is away ;

so*is Miss Praxley and Mrs. Hone. I thought

I would come " But she said no more. At

a glance from the doctor she laid aside her

bonnet, got a basin of water and a sponge,

and came and went as if by intuition of

what was needed.

"And the very fellows that will head the

thing," Colonel Tom meditated aloud, and

in continuance, as he leaned against the

door, "are men that have done as bad as

this often fellows that have a grudge

against Strange ;
the best of them are loaf-

ers who are dying to do something to work

off their steam."
"
Tom," said the wounded man, in a whis-

per,
" if you have any regard for me, stop

it. You can. As you are a Christian, Tom;"
then the finger of the surgeon was on his

lips.
"
Plenty of time, colonel," the warden re-

plied.
"
They'll not try to do any thing un-

til night. Oh yes, certainly, of course ;" and

the speaker nodded his head too many times

up and down in affirmation to convey the

idea of much purpose on his part.
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"In about how long, doctor?" whispered

the wounded man. Dr. Grex paused, and

looked curiously at the questioner. He had

seen many a man die. Some had tried to

mask themselves, in dying, with brag and

bravado which deceived nobody. Some had

died game ;
that is, very much, indeed, as

a rat terrier, a bull-dog, or a game chicken

would have met its end, in grim defiance.

Some had gone from the world whimpering
or blaspheming, as the case might be, with

miserable fear. Most had died so stupefied

with drugs, racked with pain, distracted

about their worldly matters, or exasperated

with rage, as not really to have faced death

at all until after death. He had seen Mrs.

Brown die, a few days before, exactly as if

she had put on her bonnet and was going to

church. But Colonel Archer, as sensible a

man and lawyer as we had in St. Charles,

was asking about death as your boy asks

about Christmas; about its dinner; about

that gift you have brought it according to

promise in your pocket. The child-like sin-

cerity of his gladness was as striking as its

depth and eagerness. In a few words, and

as if to have it out of the way, he an-

nounced, while Virginia wrote it rapidly

down, the disposition of his property, and

his last words and wishes about his wife. I

have carefully kept from saying a syllable

about Mrs. Archer, for there were no chil-

dren, and I intend saying nothing here. All

in the room understood matters about her
;

all St. Charles did. Notwithstanding this,

no husband in his situation could have said

much more. His three friends winced a lit-

tle at some loving words from him in regard

to her, as if a dying man should have had

stricter reference, even in the midst of his

forgiving love, to the truth
;
and there was

a relief upon their part, as upon his, when

the colonel had got through with all his ar-

rangements of that kind. Then there was a

brotherly warning or two sent to Mr. Patter-

son by this his fellow-officer in the church.

I am afraid Colonel Tom delivered the mes-

sage a little too concisely, for I am quite

sure Mr. Patterson did not like it at all. In

fact, he said so at the time
;
was that much

the more perverse in the matters specified

afterward to show that, knowing so well

that he was right, he was not influenced by

any man, dead any more than living. Next,
Colonel Archer sent cordial words to his pas-
tor.

" But remember, now, Miss Virginia," he

said, lifting his finger as when addressing a

witness in court, and smiling.
" Don't for-

get; remember to tell youi' father that I

would have been glad to have seen him

here, but I didn't need him. He is with

me." He said it with an outer motion of the

palms of both hands lying upon his breast,

as if to one who filled the room. " He is STif-

ficient. I never knew who He was before !"

But the gladness of a child whose mother

has just come, after a long absence, can alone

express the aspect of the man as he spoke.
" You are going to heaven, you know,"

Colonel Tom endeavored to phrase it, as if

to make up what his friend had left unsaid.
"
Why, so I am !" said the dying man, who

had not thought of it before. " But it is

not that. Just to think Jesus ! I may see

him in ten minutes ! Jesus himself, Tom !

You know how John and the rest were witli
1 him in a boat together, walking, and talk-

ing at table with each other. To think,

Tom, that I will be with him in the same?

way with Jesus himself, and forever !"

And the slackening palms moved upward.
Had the one spoken of been visibly there,

the face of the colonel could not have ex-

pressed sincerer gladness. But how account

for the awe which fell upon all present ? It

was a sudden something there at once thrill-

ing and calming, a light that could be felt.

Or did his absolute and intense certainty do

it all ? Even Dr. Grex would, on the instant,

have denied that this accounted for it.

" God is the Unknown and the Unknow-

able, doctor. You materialists are right-

there," the colonel continued, in a whisper.
"
But," a pause, during which the gladness

of that perfect certainty suffused all the ashy

face again, fairly sparkling in the happy

eyes, "the Lord Jesus Christ hath brought

life and immortality to light. No man, Dr.

Grex, no man kuoweth the Father, save the

Son, and he to whomsoever the Son will re-

veal him."

A long pause here, no one daring to stir

as the wounded man lay, with cheeks grow-

ing whiter, eyes dimmer, breath more dif-

ficult to draw every moment. Then life
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comes back to the glazing eyes, he reserves

breath and strength for an instant to say it,

and not Thomas more assured than he of

the Person to whom he addresses himself

he exclaims, with lifting hands,
" My Lord

and my God." As with the eagerness of

Peter casting himself overboard to get to

Christ, the man is gone.

If Colonel Archer had not been so absorb-

ed, he might have urged the rescue of the

murderer upon Colonel Tom Maxwell more

at length, possibly more effectively. It is

to be regretted that the warden should have

forgotten it.

"Do you know, Tom, that the mob broke

into the jail last night they took Strange

out, and hung him!" Mrs. Tom mentions to

147

next morning,

the news just

her husband at breakfast
" The milk - cart brought
now."

" Did f" her husband replies, hardly look-

ing at his small wife in the languor of his

curiosity, slowly buttering another hot bis-

cuit. He seems to meditate upon the ca-

tastrophe as he finishes his meal. Possibly

he is discussing with himself as to whether

he should have intervened or no, but all he

says at last is, with little apparent relevance,
"
No, sir, not exactly."

Let it be added that the miasmatic apa-

thy, which the party-giving could not break,

was broken now ! A revival of religion fol-

lowed in my father's church, which lasted

for months with large results.

CHAPTER XXIV.

As I said before, I can not specify the

dates of events as the years rolled by, much

less can I detail the innumerable conversa-

tions of the various persons of whom I have

been speaking. Nor can I record, in fact,

one in a million of the countless and cease-

less little events in virtue of which, as by
the manifold drops of dew and rain and

beams of light, and as by the veering, lull-

ing, blowing of the breezes, our household

harvest was being steadily ripened. Once

or twice Archibald broke suddenly away
from Mr. Clarksou's employ, to be brought

back, sometimes by letter, often by my
father or myself going after him : oftenest

by his own weariness, in the far country
into which he had gone, rather of the

swine than of the husks which he shared

with them. Through it all, so far as Archy
was concerned, I persisted in the desperate

hope that events would bring about a mar-

riage between Miss Praxley and himself. I

was aware that you would laugh at me, and

have therefore hidden the truth from you,

too, as, during all those years, I hid it from

every body else. Nor can I detail how it

came about. If all I did and said and man-

aged with Miss Praxley on the one hand,
and my brother on the other, toward this re-

sult were printed, it would exceed in vol-

ume, as it certainly would in delicacy of

negotiation, the diplomacy of Talleyrand or

any body else. Suffice it to say, that, un-

known to a soul besides those two and my-

self, it was finally understood that, at the

earliest opportunity, Archibald and Miss

Praxley were to be married as in an in-

stant. The lady was independent of the

world in every sense, had met with a ter-

rible disappointment in her life, was eccen-

tric. To say it all in one word, she had

finally fallen over the edge of the precipice,

was deeply in love with my handsome broth-

er, and that was settled. If it is demanded

of me whether I did not help push her over,

I decline to say. With Archy the matter

was different. Terribly difficult, in fact, for

me. I feared his usual unwillingness to do

what every one desired him to do. I decline

detailing matters, and my conscience per-

spires to this hour at the memory of all I

did toward this result.

Cosma Adams lived so near that I could

not help seeing her every day. She had im-

proved in every sense. What is the use of

saying that I was far more anxious to have

her for my wife than Miss Praxley was, for

that lady had really done most toward the
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education of one with whom I was desper-

ately in love in the old-fashioned, whole-

some, hearty way.
" Cosnia is not at all smart, Mr. Bigboy,"

Miss Praxley would say when we tired of

talking about that everlasting Archibald.

" I know her well. She has not an original

idea any more than you. Your genius of a

brother, Habersham, would call her dull

a fool, possibly. And she will be as stout

some day as Mrs. Governor Hone. She is

very comely, and she will make you a do-

mestic wife
" Why don't she say so, then ?" I demand

" She won't say no, but just as she is about

to say yes and be done with it, she gets one

of those long, rhapsodical letters from Hab-

by, full of aspirations and sublimities. I

can tell she has had a letter the instant I

see her."

"One sight of the poor little wretch will

cure her," Miss Praxley said. " He will be

here next June. He a minister! Your fa-

ther will have to put a goods box behind his

desk for him to stand on, if his face is to be

seen above the cushion. Hold your tongue,

Mr. Nonsense ! It will all be right. Do you

know that Miss Mabel's affianced, Mr. Alon-

zo M'Callum, is coming on to rnarry her

about that time ?"

It was absurd 'the pain her words iuflict-

ed. Mr. Patterson a-ud I had gotten on to-

gether wonderfully. We did not pretend to

the slightest liking for each other, except

that we perfectly understood and relied, the

one on the other, in business. Our coal spec-

ulation was a success in a sober, steady fash-

ion, but by no means up to my wild expecta-

tions, for we had heavy losses in connection

with it as well as gains. Purely upon busi-

ness principles, which means that I had told

Mr. Patterson I would not stay with him

on any other basis, I was junior partner

with him now, and, one year with another,

we were doing the best business in our line

in the city. But he was as unreconciled to

my father as ever, and I was no more at his

house than was demanded by the proprie-

ties. But I did like Mabel. She was a

beautiful brunette, and had been much in

society abroad as well as at St. Charles.

Very naturally she distrusted her mob of

admirers, well aware tbat they knew her as

an heiress. She had read many books; and

was vastly superior to her poor mother in

the elegance of her housekeeping, I dare

say. By force of her determination for

Miss Praxley said she had no marked talent

in that line she bad made herself an accom-

plished musician. I do believe her very ex-

perience of her father softened, if it did not

conquer, her singular resemblance to him.

The gold of the man was extracted in her

case from its rough quartz ;
all there was in

him of genuine diamond refined and fitting-

ly set in herself. We had a thousand talks,

Mabel and myself, which I have no intention

of transcribing. She was all one could de-

sire in a lady friend, but there always was

an impediment between us. She was so

cultured and refined and well read, and I

did not need Miss Praxley, or my sisters, to

inform me that I was a very plain fellow,

unread, with no opportunity of cultivating

my manners a hard-working, square-deal-

ing commission merchant. She could not

but feel her superiority, and, in the kindness

of her heart, that prevented her, I suppose,

from being wholly at ease with me.

"Ah, Mr. Jesuit, I have seen you and Ma-

bel together," Miss Praxley would say ;

"
first

she blushes and then you turn red, and so

you are both glad enough to get away from

each other. That makes it so comfortable

for you and Cosma. She has nothing what-

ever to say, and so she sits looking down at

her hands folded together in her lap, while

you are looking at her, devouring her rath-

er, with your eyes ;
and a pretty hearty meal

she makes, Mr. Cannibal, for there is a quan-

tity of her." For Miss Praxley did rattle on,

it must be confessed, but she was of such

sterling excellence that we made allowance

for her.

"And people say that Dr. Grex and Miss

Virginia are engaged, heh ?" Miss Praxley

continued, imitating the abrupt interroga-

tory exclamation with which that medical

man closed every assertion.

" You must ask her," I replied.
" I did," said Miss Praxley,

" and she only

drew herself up in her queenly way, like

Mrs. President, you know, and then ruined

it all by coloring slowly and completely

from, I suppose, head to foot. So I had to

ask Dr. Grex. 'A pretty thing it is/ I said
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to Lira, 'for you to be falling in love with Mr. Clarkson so. It -was the very way she

the daughter of our pastor an infidel like

you.' He is so independent with others that

it is well for him to meet some one as inde-

pendent as he is. Would you like to know

what he said ?"

"Why, yes," I replied, with considerable

curiosity, for matters had drifted on so

steadily, yet imperceptibly, that none of ns

understood exactly how they had reached

the pass they had.

" It was when Mrs. Hone's last baby was

threatened with convulsions, and Dr. Grex

and myself were waiting down in the par-

lor for the water to get hot, to bathe it, you

know. He said," Miss Praxley continued,
" ' You are an exceedingly smart lady, Miss

Praxley. But did you know every thing

from the moment you left school, heh ?'

'What do you mean,' said I, getting angry.

'Mean, heh?' he answered; 'look here, Miss

Praxley, there isn't a week that I, as a sur-

geon and physician, don't learn something

about the human body that I didn't know be-

fore. That is what we call science. Every

year or so we come to know something won-

derful in this great universe no one ever be-

fore dreamed of.' 'But I don't see,' I said,
' what that has to do with your being en-

gaged to Miss Quarterman.'
' Can't you hold

on a moment, heh ?' he answered. '

Now,' he

went on,
' I don't say there is a soul any more

than I say there is a God and a Christ
;
but

I do say I've come to see that there is some

evidence in that direction, heh ? Do you

suppose I am such a fool as to think I know

every thing, heh?' 'Very good, doctor,' I

said, 'and I am glad to hear it ;
but your first

step in science in this direction, depend on

it, is your coming to know a woman beyond

any thing you had ever met among women
before. Instead of one of his angels, God

might have used one of his devils, doctor;

remember the case of Job.' But he only un-

derstood the first part of what I said, and

they told him the hot water was ready just

then. I have no fear about Dr. Grex," Miss

Praxley added
;

" he is as sincere as he is

strong. Besides, he isn't a particle of a

coward, and isn't afraid to change his views,

whatever people may say that is, if he does

change them. He is like me. But it is a

shame for your sister to have treated poor

treated General M'Neil in his day he such

an orator, too. What are you smiling at ?"

But I did not tell Miss Praxley. It was

a household instinct with all of our family,

that we never talked of home affairs to any
one: we had no friend outside quite intimate

enough for that. I could not help thinking,

as Miss Praxley spoke, of the sudden gust

which had caused Georgia to accept, as in

the twinkling of an eye, the attentions of

good, round, fat, easy Mr. Clarkson. It was

partly in recoil from elocutional General

M'Neil, largely because she had grown so

used to seeing Mr. Clarksou in our parlor,

that he was to her somewhat as was Squashy

Hone
;
a somebody she could expend her

overflowing energy upon, tease, command to

go, as well as come
;
a soft and compliant

body whom she could whirl about as a gust

does a leaf, as a kitten does a ball could

amuse herself with and get heartily tired of,

and return to again to- caress or to scold, as

she happened to be in the mood. However,

although Mr. Clarksou never beamed out,

amazed at his good fortune, quite so bright-

ly before in his life, he did so with secret ap-

prehension. Well did he know how uncer-

tain a mistress he had
;
no telling what the

event would be. I ought to add that I have

not, I believe, recorded a syllable said by
Mr. Clarkson ;

but it is because I can not, for

my life, remember one to record. He was

like Cosma in that ; but, then, Cosma was so

beautiful and child-like, simple and and

Never mind.

With June, Habersham came home. He

had made rapid work with his studies, and

was actually a minister duly licensed. They
all told him at home that he had grown ;

but

I could not see it. Except that he had a

more scholarly appearance, and that there

was the promise of a beard upon his face,

I saw but little change. He had taken the

highest grade since Aaron Burr, sure enough,

and there was an aspect in him of authority,

of distinction, as well as of reserve by reason

of having a good deal in reserve. He came

about the middle of the week. We were all

proud of his reputation, his very diminutive-

ness making his genius more wonderful, and

I was eager to have him go out into St.

Charles with me. But no, he wouldn't and
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didn't. He excused liimself wbeu they call-

ed, even to Cosma Adams and Miss Praxley.

It was plain that bis morbidly unsocial nat-

ure had intensified with the monastic course

he bad gone through in college. I would

have felt badly about it
;
but then, you know,

it was Habby, and we had classed him off to

himself from his birth.

Sabbath came. I never saw my father

and mother in such a state of nervous anxi-

ety in my life before
; Virginia, too. As to

Georgia, she refused to go to church, and

staid at home to weep, from sheer excite-

ment
; Habershain, as steely cold and set in

his aspect as if carved of marble, for, by ap-

pointment, he was to preach for my father.

I do believe my father would have broken

down during the preliminary services in his

emotion, but that he was afraid of throwing
Habersham out. The edifice was crowded,

and Habby had told us, in answer to inquir-

ies, and somewhat curtly, that he should take

no MS. whatever into the pulpit. Heaven

alone knows the anguish of anxiety we all

endured when he stood, at last, behind the

cushion of the pulpit and announced his

text. He was so small, so deadly pale, that

failure, and ridiculous failure, seemed a cer-

tainty ;
and my anxiety was suddenly trans-

ferred to my mother as I sat beside her.

I can not understand, and therefore cau

not describe, the sermon
;

in this sense I

mean, that it was upon one of the most ab-

struse points in theology. "What in the

name of Heaven can you do with that sub-

ject f" I thought, as he began. Oh, Habby,

Habby, you are so small, and it is so great.

And there he stood, no Bible even before

him upon the cushion, the audience, as on

a jury, in front of him, for both the Legisla-

ture and the Supreme Court were in session,

and the picked men from each were present.

The face of my brother, pale, stern, set, re-

solved as for battle, is before me now. In

low tones he stated his proposition, his voice

growing clearer, his face more luminous as

he proceeded. His- sermon was thought

pure, clear, irresistible thought from begin-

ning to end. Deep, closely packed, profound,

yet transparently evident thought ; yes, the

only word is
"
thought." You could not help

listening. There was the hard stretch of

intellect aroused, and compelled by its own

laws to follow to follow with such a sense

of satisfaction as only the intellect can en-

joy when it is both aroused and required to

exert itself, and satisfied to the utmost. I

glanced at my mother, and saw how entire-

ly she had ceased from all anxiety, and was

reposing as upon the breathless satisfaction

of all around her. It was like listening to

a mathematical demonstration
;
a feeling in

all that the speaker could no more fail than

a stone hurled from the hand can fail from

its due curve, or a planet from its orbit.

There was the flash of illustration fast and

faster toward the close
;
but any description

of the sermon is impossible. The deep breath

drawn by all as he stood aside for my fa-

ther to close with prayer was of satisfac-

tion there is no other word as after a

deep draught to the thirsty, except that here

it was the intellect that had been satis-

fied. How they gathered around my father

and mother in congratulation as soon as the

benediction was pronounced ! judges, legis-

lators even the dullest knowing that the

sermon was wonderful beyond their com-

prehension. My father disengaged himself

abruptly, and hurried to his study without

a word when we got home, and so did Hab-

ersham to his room. There are things which

silence alone can express ; and how miser-

ably selfish I was ! I feel constrained to

put it on record. In the midst of my pride

in Habby there ran the under-tone,
"
Yes,

he is a genius ;
but you are an ass, a lout, a

clown, an unlettered, uneducated drudge, al-

ways and forever a dunce." The one whis-

per of consolation was,
"
Well, thank God if,

by being a dunce, I have been able to help

educate Habby."
The church had been crowded in the

morning ;
it was packed at night on the

mere hope that my brother would preach,

for no notice had been given. I know you

think I exaggerate, and therefore I will not

describe the effort at night. It related to a

more practical and emotional aspect of re-

ligion. The line of thought was as clear as

in the morning ;
but now it was but as the

thread upon which were strung jewels of

fancy too, words that touched the fountain

of tears, and of all Christian hope and glad-

ness. It was eloquence. I do not compre-

hend wherein lay the electric condition of
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the audience a condition created by the

very presence of the speaker, a condition

of highly charged expectation which confi-

dently anticipated as well as responded in-

stantly to the words of my brother, his most

beautiful and touching sentences coining to

the ear as if that very idea had been the

instant before thought of by the hearer him-

self. If I were to indite many pages, I could

merely say that it was so much beyond the

common, that I had a feeling almost of fear

for my father himself when his sermons of

next Sunday should be contrasted with it.

But I do not attempt to describe Habby's
sermons. I will stop, or I will never stop!

But I call Heaven to witness that I surren-

dered her on the instant! Heaven knows

I did love her in my slow, old-fashioned

way, and heartily. And I had dreaded

it all along. She did not understand Hab-

by's letters, but they had the nameless pow-
er over her which his words from the pul-

pit had over even the dullest. I saw her

listening with a perplexed yet intense in-

terest during the morning, admiring and

trying to follow. At night she could and

did understand. Governor Hone's pew was
next to ours, and there she sat, her head

thrown back, her color coming and going,
her large eyes fastened upon the speaker.

I smiled bitterly, and thought of pictures I

had seen of an innocent rabbit under the fas-

cination of a serpent. He went home with

her from church. I understood it perfect-

ly. She was his adoring slave, the very sim-

plicity of her character causing her merely
to adore the more she could not understand.

I knew her too well not to feel that. No
need of my waiting to know what her an-

swer would be when he should ask her to

be his wife.

" My dear boy," my mother said to me
that night in my room,

" I am sorry for you ;

but it is better as it is. We all love you, oh,
how much ! Your brother is a genius ;

but

I fear he will be a morbid, nervous, unhappy
man as long as he lives."

"An angel in the pulpit, and an oyster out

of it," I replied,
" he will be the most unso-

cial of men. The fire flashes out so intensely
in the pulpit that it leaves him like a heap
of ashes afterward ;" for I did feel bitterly.

"Do you know," I added, "that his sermon

is never written out at all until after it is

preached ? He told me so himself, and he

gives half the week following to it. A beau-

tiful pastor he will make!" But, for all

that, I did love my brother, and was proud
of his great intellect.

"
Cosma," rny mother continued,

"
is the

very opposite of Habersham, strong and

simple. She will worship him. And he has

a thousand times more need of her than she

has of him. It is always so with those tal-

ented men. Look at Governor Hone. The

more brilliant a man is, the more necessary

it is that he should have a fool for a wife !"

I loudly and properly resented this, and

my mother was compelled to say what she

otherwise would not have said.

"
Carter," she added, at last,

"
you have

been doing a wrong, a cruel wrong, to Ma-

bel Patterson. No, sir, I will speak;" my
mother interrupted me in my outcries, so to

speak, with her old authority.
" Mabel be-

gan to like you in a foolish school-girl fash-

ion from the time you were children togeth-

er. How wonderfully she is like her father!

When an idea once enters her mind, a liking

or an aversion, it becomes part of her nat-

ure. She might have outgrown her liking

for you had you not come back from school,

and been hurt in shielding her from harm
that day. And your long stay there, when

hurt, increased her interest. She knows,

too, all your self-sacrifice in educating Hab-

ershain. Not a word; we all know about

that. She has refused many excellent offers,

although she knows of your foolish fancy
for Cosma Adams. She loves you, Carter;

she loves you with the silent, determined af-

fection of a woman of her character. None

of us liked Mabel. But her love for you is

very deep. It is victorious even over your
indifference to her

;
which could be the case

with no woman not constituted as she is.

No wonder, then, that her love is victorious

over herself. That is, it has broken down,

conquered, changed in her all that was hate-

ful in her, inherited from her father before

her. It has made her humble and patient

and gentle. What a wonderful way God

has of working!" my dear mother added,

with tears in her eyes.
" Habersham got his eloquence from you,"

I said, somewhat savagely
" his imagina-
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tion and all ;" for there was a power, through

ray self-conceit of course, in what my mother

had said.

" The most powerful eloquence," my moth-

er replied,
" lies in saying what is true. Cos-

ma is beautiful; but oh, Carter! she is very

stupid. Pardon me, dear
;
but that makes

her the very wife for Habby. Aud Mabel is

very clever

" Which makes her the very wife for me !"

I interrupted.

"Yes, Carter," my mother said, gently.
" You have a common sense which is more

valuable than talent. Habersham's talent

is largely the result of his suffering, of the

intense purpose aroused in him to make up
in that way for his deformity ;

and it is

through her mortification in regard to you,

Carter, that Mabel has grown to be as gen-

tle and good as she is refined and cultivated.

She is vastly superior, Carter, to Cosnia
;
su-

perior in every way."
" It shows how little you know, my dear

mother," I said, at last. "Mabel Patterson

cares not a cent for me. She never has any

thing to say to me. Besides, I happen to

know that she is engaged to be married to

that detestable M'Calluni, of whom I can

not speak to yon, except that he is the filth-

iest human being, through and through his

very intellect and soul, too, that you can

imagine!"

We had a good deal more conversation

that night, and, strange to say, my father

never called from his room once entreating

my mother to come. But I understood why.
The next two Sabbaths, Habby was preach-

ing in a couutry town fifty miles away, with

a view to a settlement. The third Sabbath

he preached for us at night, the house crowd-

ed to its utmost. By this time he had be-

come somewhat at home with the building

and the audience, and his discourse was a

success surpassing any thing before. But,

alas ! there is sure to be a "
but," sooner or

later. In this case it happened on this wise,

by the interposition of Major Hampton.
I fully intended to say a good deal more

about the major; but he has been shameful-

ly crowded out of my narrative, beyond the

smallest mention now and then. A more

devoted Christian never lived, only he would

talk in prayer-meeting. The sermons of the

Sabbath before were always the theme of

his remark, and the major, a tall, thin, red-

featured man, passed, when once on his feet

in meeting, and under the impulse of the

subject in hand, altogether beyond the verge
of good taste, both in the warmth and length
of his remarks. It was a dreadful trial to

my father, and I believe it often restrained

him in the pulpit, lest the major should get
too much impulse for next Wednesday night's

prayer-meeting. "And he is such a good
man he means so well," my father said.

This explains the catastrophe the night

my brother preached. Under his impassion-
ed eloquence the congregation listened and

thrilled as it never had before. There were

tears, and breath deeply drawn
;
the people

leaning forward to catch the lowest tones of

the speaker, who was so completely master

of them, because, with not a scrap of paper
before him, he was master of himself. Cli-

max followed upon climax, until, in fullest

culmination of his appeal, my brother stood

in the pulpit as if he had grown into a giant,

one hand held aloft during the deep pause.

In that critical instant Major Hampton,

swept beyond his own control under the

stress of the theme, suddenly arose from his

pew under the pulpit, saying :

"
Yes, dear brother, yes, yes ! It is indeed

so ! And "
facing toward the congregation,

lifting both hands above his head "
I can

no longer sit still. I must add my testimo-

ny. Our dear brother is right ! /Oh, let me
entreat you As he said it, there was a

change, as sudden as it was complete, from

the sublime to the ridiculous, from pathos
to the deepest bathos. An instant of amaze-

ment, and then the heads of the people went

down, like a wheat -field before a gust of

wind, upon the pews before them as they
sat in amusement, the more A'iolent because

it was suppressed. The older members of

the church, the officers and the like, were

an exception : they proved themselves to

be the pillars of the church by sitting bolt

upright, white and rigid with indignation.

Major Hampton said very little at last. He
became confused, and then subsided into his

seat as by the giving-way of the congrega-
tion from under him. "I was as much as-

tonished," he vehemently explained after-

ward, "to find myself speaking as any body
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there. It was very wrong. Don't you sup-

pose I know that as well as you ? but I AVES

swept away ! I had no more intention

My father was equal to the occasion. As

Habby sunk back into his seat, he arose and

continued the line of the preacher's remarks

but to God, not man in a prayer which

silenced all mirth, and, except in the cases

of a tittering few in the congregation, deep-

ened as well as closed all that my brother

had intended to say.

I glanced at Cosma Adams in the supreme

absurdity of the reaction which ensued upon
the major's getting up. Her eyes were fast-

ened upon poor Habby as he stood, his hand

still lifted up, ghastly pale. The admiration

in her child-like face had changed into the

adoration of pitying love !

CHAPTER XXY.

EVEN the century-plant flowers at last,

and so the long-continued and, in a sense, la-

borious affair between Archibald and Miss

Praxley culminated finally one Friday night

in the early fall. I think my mother had

vague suspicious all along in reference to

it, but she said nothing; the whole thing

was too absurd. Certainly, no person in the

world beyond the parties concerned and my-
self knew any thing about it. We were

so well acquainted with my brother's per-

versity of character that, unless we could

be sure of the violent opposition of all to

the match, we dared not let it be known.

The least concurrence on the part of others

would be certain to shake, at least, the

wavering purpose of the lover. It was the

only Jesuitical scheming I was ever engaged,

in, so far as I remember, during my life, and

I can say unhesitatingly that it was admi-

rably arranged.

Miss Praxley had been spending some

weeks at her plantation, a dozen miles out

of St. Charles, with the widowed aunt who
lived there, and who was mistress thereof,

in the owner's absence. The old minister

employed by Miss Praxley to preach to her

negroes, and who would be on the spot to

marry the couple, lived near by, and was
never away from home. Therefore, at six

o'clock P.M. exactly, I was at our own door

in my buggy to drive Archy out, and by
eight o'clock that night the couple would
be married, and off the next morning on a

bridal trip until St. Charles could have ex-

hausted its astonishment. A more excel-

lent match could not be made. Miss Prax-

ley was very little the senior of my broth-

er, was comely enough for any body, and

would make a devoted wife of herself, and

a substantial and settled husband of him.

"My finding that coal-mine is not to be

compared to it," I said to myself as I tied

my horse, and went in. " That was mere ac-

cident, while this is wisdom and skillful di-

plomacy."

My mother met me in the hall. In all my
life I had never done, said, thought, felt even

the least thing that this mother of mine

had not found out. I began to whistle as I

went upstairs ;
but she looked at me as I

passed, merely looked ! Beyond what is here-

in recorded, no conversation had ever pass-

ed between her and myself on this subject.

The deadliest poisons have, Dr. Grex says,

the most powerful smell, and I ceased whis-

tling as I neared Archy's door. It seemed as

if there exhaled an aroma, a pervasive poi-

son, from something in his room before I

turned the kuob of the door. There was no

Archibald in the room, and the accursed

source of the disheartening influence which

I had felt vaguely as I drove np to the house,

in fact, lay upon his table in a note address-

ed to me. How very little poison it takes

to kill! Merely these words, in Archy's

beautiful hand, dated that noon :

"DEAR CARTER, I am sorry to disappoint yon, es-

pecially as yon, and, I suppose, nil the family, are so

exceedingly eager for it. Hand the inclosed letter to

the lady. But I can not, and I will not ! And I am
gone, lour affectionate brother,

My mother was still in the hall as I stum-

bled down-stairs, but neither of us said one

word. I found myself driving out of St.

Charles, and np and down the red and gnl-
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lied road leading to Miss Praxley's planta-

tion, in a mechanical way. I do not know
what I thought or felt, except that my first

and most painful reflection, of course, was

for the lady. Next to that, I said to myself,
" What an excellent thing it would be, Mas-

ter Carter, if some stout overseer or other

could take a rawhide to you for an hour or

two !" Strangely enough, I could not think

about Archibald at all; he hardly entered

my mind. The fault was mine in supposing
that he would ever act in any other way
than he had always acted, and always would

act : it was his .nature. I was at Miss Prax-

ley's place before I knew it.

With the energy of one who, having a

desperate thing to do, does it as rapidly as

possible, I fastened my horse, and went in.

Now, I can take oath that Miss Praxley
could not have known, it was so dark when
I drove up, that I was alone

; yet, as I was

keeping oft' the yelping dogs in the front

yard,with my whip, a bright little yellow

boy ran out of the house and, coming close

up to me, said in the parrot-like way in

which those smart shavers are taught to

repeat things,
" She says, no she can't see

you, and she won't do it. Please go."

I did go. I have no memory of any inci-

dent of my miserable drive back through
the night, except of my tearing up the two

notes left by my brother, the one to me and

the other to the lady, and scattering them

in the mire. Really, it was my own broth-

er whom I thus tore to atoms, and cast away
from me. I remember this more especial-

ly as I had a little fear afterward lest her

woman's quick eye should recognize the

fragments, and was so glad, when it set in to

rain, as I rode, that the bits of paper would

thus be more certainly grimed into the mire.

Miss Praxley went off upon a visit to some

friend of her school-days soon after; and

they do say, since her return, that she is to

be married to General M'Neil. Certainly,

the general is paying the most elaborate and

oratorical addresses to her. He will make
a better husband by far than Archibald

Quarterman could ever have been.

Let me merely add that I had sense

enough not to get out a license in advance,

knowing I could stretch the law enough to

get it after the ceremony had been perform-

ed, so that the matter was not made public.

Yet this one thing I do know, that, had my
brother been with me that night, they would

surely have been married ! As to Archibald,
we did not hear from him until long after

;

but it is a thoroughly disagreeable subject to

me, and I will say no more about it. Per-

haps I should have left this brother of mine

out of my story altogether.

It is a great relief to turn away from him to

Virginia. It pleased our Maker to allow Eve
to be the means of vast mischief, in a spir-

itual sense, as well in many an other sense,

to Adam
;
but I shrink from attempting to

detail the way, even if I could, in which this

daughter of Eve was allowed to influence

Dr. Grex for good. A man of strong, inde-

pendent, somewhat violent character, thor-

oughly intrenched in his opinions, his affec-

tion for Jenny was much more sudden and

energetic by far than was the alteration of

his views. She was undoubtedly the means.

It pleases Heaven to win some hearts by the

power of a simple hymn sweetly sung,

though it be by a child
;
and why not by

my sister in the instance of this man whom

nothing else, apparently, would ever other-

wise have influenced? It was not by her

reasoning, nor chiefty by her beautiful life,

so evidently made beautiful by her Christian

training and character. There was a power
in her beyond even that.

"
I do not pretend to be a Christian, you

know," the doctor explained to my father and

mother, when matters were finally arranged.
"
I hope I may be some day. I don't know.

You will not understand me, Dr. Quarter-

man, for neither of us has time to go into

it
;
but what scientific men are in search of

to-day is not structure-organization. By
the help of the microscope we have pretty

much got through with all that. It is what

is behind organization it is Life, Force

that we want to get at now, heh ? If any
man has tried to ferret out matters, I have,

in my way, you see. Well, we outsiders

have plenty of the life and force which lie

in doubting. We are tremendously strong

in denying. Now, God and the soul do, as

science says, belong to the realm of the un-

known and the unknowable. What we can

not discover, bless you, we can not compre-

hend. If there be a universe outside the
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small circle in range of our senses, it must be

grasped by faith, heh ? I am compelled to

acknowledge that those who refuse belief,

in some form, to the supernatural, are an

almost inappreciable few. Now, I rind that

you people have a faith which is even more

positive, vigorous, certain, than are to us

hearing and sight, let alone reasoning.

There is a larger measure of force, of life

do you understand? in your assertion

than there is in our denial. We are like

night and winter: the absence merely, these

are, you know, of day and summer. Dark-

ness and falsehood are merely the absences

of light and truth are negations, nothings.

Now, we non-believers do belong to that

party in this, at least, that, so far as the su-

pernatural is concerned, we do nothing on

earth beyond saying No! The devil, you

have read, is the spirit that denies, heh ?

Very well. Now, we infidels are like a

swamp full of frogs. We all croak eternal-

ly the same monotonous and never-ending

No, no, no ! We haven't a syllable to sing

or say beyond that
;
we use up our energies

in that line. I do not know that you be-

lievers are right, mind! But there is the

positive energy of nature on your side, any-

how. You have force with you as in the

chemical combinations; life, as in the trees;

and animals, and men, and women. You

are in closer keeping with nature, heh?

Yes, and in greatest identity with nature ex-

actly where I, for one, have given up trying

to find it out, at the precise focus where its

glory, and beauty, and power, and mystery

are I mean at its life. There is an amazing
amount of hypocrisy and rascality among
Christians

; yet, upon the whole, the largest

amount of light and heat is on your side
;

that is, you are more certain than we are,

are wanner in your belief more life and

force, more nature, heh ?"

" I do see," my father said, with his usu-

al enthusiasm. "Life and force, in their

largest manifestations, are with the Church

of God. Why, sir, we are doing the work of

the world. We are another and higher nat-

ure to men in the mere matters of love and

labor and light. The power, as of gravita-

tion, the blooming of flowers, the blowing
of winds, the ripening of harvests, is with

us yes, and the thunder of storms, too
;
for

[ believe in fear in religion as well as love,

[t is because the God of nature is also the

od of revelation. Thank you for your sug-

gestions. I will prepare a sermon this very

week on it," said my father. "
Yes," he add-

d,
" and I've got my text :

' I am come that

ye might have life, and that ye might have

it more abundantly.' It is all in Christ, Dr.

Grex; in HIM is life." And, forgetting all

about Virginia, my father easily and joyful-

ly went off into that theme which was the

thought of his existence Jesus Christ
;
his

person, power, and victorious love.

Human love and religion are intermingled

everywhere, as in this instance; and why not

so record them ? Virginia won the rude

surgeon at once to herself, and to her belief,

by being simply the most beautiful part of

nature he had ever known. He had to be-

lieve in her and in her belief as he did in a

rose, or a bird, or a star. In her serene way,

she loved the doctor, strong and abrupt as

he was, very sincerely. I am obliged to add

here that she was scandalized at the way

Georgia went on in reference to good Mr.

Clarksou.

"It is disgraceful," she said to us one

night, in that last loitering moment after

company was gone, and before we went off,

unwillingly, to bed,
"
positively disgraceful,

the way in which Georgia acts. Last week

she refused to walk with Mr. Clarkson
;
turn-

ed her back upon him when he tried to speak

to her at the piano ; played loud and louder
;

and sung on without stopping when he bid

her good-evening. And here to-night why,

even Dr. Grex was astonished. She rumpled

Mr. Clarksou's hair, put his new hat on the

sofa so that he sat down with all his weight

on it, laughed at him, whirled him about !

It is shameful. You are too old, Georgia,

and too large. Next, I suppose," said Vir-

ginia, "you will be throwing your arms

around him in the parlor, and saying, 'Oh,

you dear, darling dumpling!' as you do, in

your paroxysms, to Squashy. And, instead

of resenting it, as a man ought, there he sat,

his hair and cravat all awry, his face glow-

ing like a new moon, one smile all over.

Shame, Georgia ! The next time I will get

up and leave the room. That you should be

my twin sister, too !"

" I am sure I'm an angel, compared to
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Cosma Adams," insisted Georgia.
" Look at

the way she has treated Carter, here. If he

were not so old, and solid, and grave, he

would have done something desperate. But,

oh, wouldn't it be the funniest sight? I

mean, to see Habby over there this moment,
at Governor Hone's. As sure as you live,

Cosma takes him on her knee, and trots him

up and down. No
;
she is too much afraid

of him. He may be talented in some things,

but he isn't very bright in others, to fall in

love with a girl like her! It's like the halo

about the pictures of saints, all the nonsense

they think of each other. To her, Habby is

a giant ten feet high, and he thinks, because

she listens so to him, that she is the most

intelligent as well as beautiful woman liv-

ing. Did you know, Carter," Georgia rat-

tled on, "that Mabel is to be married soon?

I saw her lover at church. You remember,

we met him that Sunday at your school.

How very handsome he is !" But, while my
sister went into a description of his curly

hair and regular features and beautiful eyes,

I was thinking of where and how I had met

him last !

Dr. Grex is right. There is omnipotent

force in religion and force in religion pre-

cisely where we are most interested in force

personally, in Providence, for instance. Alon-

zo M'Callum professed to have become a

Christian. To speak sincerely, a saintlier

youth than he, in outer appearance, never

existed.

Now, I had not known, all these years of

my infatuation in regard to Cosma Adams,
how sincere and strong had been my estima-

tion, my friendship, for Mabel Patterson

not love, friendship. To speak the simple

fact, I suppose it is a necessity to some of us

that we must love somebody. Sore as I was

from my loss of Cosma, although my heart

slowly turned toward Mabel more than to

any other of her sex, I am satisfied it was the

singular Providence of which I am about to

speak that alone brought about the result.

Nothing could seem slighter or more acci-

dental.

I had a bad habit of walking a good deal

of nights, after that matter in reference to

Cosma, and of walking long and fast. I am
ashamed to say it, but I had to tire myself

out in order to get any sleep just then. The

habit remained, even after I was beginning
to get over my loss. One very dark night,

when I was tearing along the sidewalk, I

ran violently against a man. Strange to

say, it was at the very spot where I had
thrown the legislator into the gutter when
he attempted to kiss little Mabel Patterson

so long ago. It was too dark for the man
to know me, especially as I said nothing.

But he did speak with a vengeance. As I

struck him he broke into a fury of cursing,

not ordinary swearing. It was as if I had

touched a vessel of foulest contents, and

which was brimmed to overflowing, there

were such readiness, fullness, force, in the

profanity so much of moral meaning and

deepest intention in the damnation which

he invoked upon me. I had heard the

tones, and the very formula of words, too

often before
;
and in the pitchy darkness of

that moment I saw that Alonzo M'Callum

was the same man, only grown older in vile-

ness that he was when I knew him before.

I had just then to hate some one, and it

couldn't well be Habersham, since he was

my brother, and was so small
;
and I do sup-

pose that I was glad to have this object to

loathe, especially as it had been the habit of

years, where he was concerned. And how I

hated him a leper, and a leper so attract-

ive in outer appearance, and making himself

even more as an augel of light in assuming

the garb of religion ! I did, and do, abhor

him with all the energy I possess.

There was but one thing to do after that

discovery of mine. The deliberate consider-

ation of a week left me more resolved to do

what my first impulse had prompted. In

most matters first, and not second, thoughts

are best. One Thursday evening, I am not

ashamed to say, I committed myself to the

hands of a certain negro barber of my ac-

quaintance, with grave charges as to my
hair and beard. He felt that I intrusted

myself seriously into his possession, and as-

sumed the trust as a surgeon would have

done that of a patient whose case was very

grave indeed. He kept me under his care-

ful manipulation for an hour. I did not ex-

amine the result in his offered mirror, but

took his word for it, and turned my steps to

Mr. Patterson's house. Mabel was at home,

and received me as usual. I remember a
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peculiar kind of collar she wore, as well

as a species of apron, impressing somehow

upon my mind how wifely she seemed
;
but

she was very grave, and had so little to

say that I was thrown dreadfully upon my-

always hadself. With Cosma Adams I

been
;
but when with her I had always

an abundance to say, with plenty of jest

and laughter. I sat looking at Mabel, her

eyes resting upon the chess-board, for we

played chess as from sheer necessity when-

ever I called
; and, miserable player that I

was, to-night she was even worse. She

seemed to me to be pale, dispirited, her eyes

very rarely lifted to mine such determined

eyes, too. The air felt dreadfully close. I

thought I should suffocate. I had not said

a word beyond ordinary conversation, but

she seemed to draw her breath as with dif-

ficulty, and I fancied she grew paler every

moment. I understand nothing about sen-

timent
;
what I do understand is business

the direct way, I mean, in which two people

talk or write when it is a question of how

many cents it is that are to be given or taken

on a consignment, say, of cotton.

"Miss Mabel," I said. Nothing but that,

yet she looked up, startled and coloring.
" Miss Mabel," I said,

"
you know what a

plain sort of a fellow I am. I do not un-

derstand how to talk. You know all about

Cosiya Adams and myself, and you know us

both better than two such people as Cosma
and I know ourselves."

"What do you mean, Mr. Quarterman ?"

she replied, with a sort of patient weariness

in her eyes as she looked timidly at me. and

then let them fall again on the board.

There was an indescribable something in

her at the moment that reminded me of my
mother, that made her seem so much older

than myself, although I knew her to be so

much younger ;
a something that made me

feel how much deeper, truer, and superior in

every sense she was to me.

"Miss Mabel," I began again, "I wanted
to tell you that I did have what I thought
was a genuine affection for Cosma. She was
so much like me, you know; we were both

so stupid and comfortable together. But "

and, to my own astonishment, I was seized

with a trembling from head to foot as if I

had the ague. I must have blushed and

turned pale, and seemed the most pitiable

fool living. What a pity it was that this

determined lady could not have been cool

and steady and strong as a woman so much

my superior in culture and refinement, soci-

ety, music, education, and every thing else

should have been ! But she was nothing of

what the crisis demanded at all. She look-

ed up like a frightened animal, then looked

down, then she tried to rise.

I do uot understand it any more than I do

any of the other mysteries, but I know that

the chess-table was upset, and we stood side

by side, her head upon my shoulder, weeping

violently, and as if she would never cease,

while, with my arm around her, I was tell-

ing her, over and over again, that I loved

her as I had never before dreamed that a

man could love. It was like the sudden

bursting forth of a fountain of which she

had dreamed as little as I had myself. I

never was more sincere in my life, but I was

almost as much astonished as Mabel. As to

my affection for Cosma, it seemed an infant-

ile nonsense which had happened five hun-

dred years before. How superior Mabel was

to her ! But not more so than was my love

now to any thing I had ever before known,
and I felt as if it had lasted a thousand

years, yet was only beginning.
We had the happiest hour, after Mabel

had returned to the room from bathing her

face, re-arranging her hair and herself gener-

ally, that the man, at least, who writes these

lines ever imagined. We both talked at

once, and we both said a vast deal, having
so many centuries of arrears to talk up. Yet,

strange to say, I was glad when the door-

bell rang. I had been eager from the first

moment to go home and tell my mother.

As I went out I met Alonzo M'Callum in

the hall. As I have said before, he certain-

ly was the saiutliest-looking as well as the

handsomest of men. With a meanness

which was part of my insanity, I shook him

cordially by the hand as I went out I was so

glad he was going in, so glad and proud to

know that Mabel had ample strength for the

interview with him that was to follow. Let

me add that the man of whom I speak aban-

doned, soon after, all pretense of religion,

and became But I prefer to say no more

about him.
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My walk home was as if into higher aud

rarer aud more intoxicating realms of the

atmosphere at every step. Nicer people take

things more quietly ;
but when a rough,

somewhat commonplace person like myself

becomes deranged as I did, it is with a crash

terrible to see on the side of the spectators,

but not more so than it was terrible to feel

on my part. I was alarmed at my own ex-

.citemeut. Before seeing my mother even, I

hastened to Habersham's room, and found

him sleeping profoundly. After thoroughly

waking him, I explained to him, most heart-

ily, in the midst of his dreadful irritation

thereat, that I ouly did it to assure him how

proud 1 was, how proud we all wei'e, of him,

but that I myself loved him which was the

fact more than he was or could be loved

by any other of the family. I never knew

him to be quite so cross, nor quite so energetic

in his irritation. But what did I care ? As

I got to my room, I heard my mother say-

ing, as she came to me and her voice never

sounded so sweetly to me before

" Why, Carter, what is the matter ?"

There was no preface to this book: and

why, when you know as well as I do what fol-

lowed, should there be any formal conclusion ?

During the tremendous preparations which

took place for the weddings at our house,

how deeply did we miss good Mrs. Brown !

There was a general feeling, which, however,

no one but Georgia would have expressed.

"I do believe^" that youug lady said, as

she stood, with garments tucked up, in the

kitchen, beating eggs with energy for the

icing of the cakes, "that Mrs. Brown would

leave heaven, aud take back all her terri-

ble pain she bore so long, to be with us to-

day, and help about the cakes. What a

bother it is ! I will be so glad, for one, when

the fuss is all over. Look at the way Car-

ter is carrying on ! aud he used to be so so-

ber, too. If there is a thing I do hate, it is

whirlwind and confusion."

"Habersham insists," Virginia (who was

helping the black cook with the fruit-cake)

remarked, "upon having his wedding over

and done with first
;
but how the guests are

to eat one supper over there at Governor

Hone's, and then come over here and eat an-

other tue same night after we are married, I

do not see."

" We can rely on Mr. Clemming to do his

full duty on both occasions," Georgia suggest-
ed.

r

" Is it not good in poor Carter to con-

sent to put oft' his wedding until the week
after ?" she added.

May I add here that it was not so good in

me at all ? My experience is that the surest

as well as the sweetest service one can do

himself is found in serving others. Eeally,

I only began my life where this book ends,

as I trust to show hereafter. Yet if it must

be converged up to this point into a moral,

let it lie in that.

"Anyway," Georgia continued, I'm glad

Habby takes Cosma off" to the country clmrch

that called him. It is a shame to say it,

but they are such a funny couple : he

never to come down out of the pulpit m
er. But I am so glad Mabel is to be our t

ter. I can remember, Virginia, when y

did not like her. Bnt she is so changed.

gave her such a good hugging and kissi

yesterday that Carter had to beg me to ]

her alone, if I was to leave any of her f

him. I do wonder," she added,
" what te:

father will preach from on that Sunday b,

tween the weddings? The marriage in

Cana, I suppose."

My mother came in at this moment, aud

all knew by the sadness of her eyes that she

was thinking about Archibald, who had not

written since he had left.

"I wish I had your father's faith,, chil-

dren," she said
;

" about Archibald, I mean.

He says that the same heavenly Hand which

guides the planets in their regular orbits

will take care of the comets also. He leaves

your poor brother in God's keeping, and is

happy. You were talking about his ser-

mon f No, it is not about Cana at all-;

your father told me about it last night, and

I never knew him to be more interested in

a sermon. The text is,
' He hath done all

things well.'
"

THE END.
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